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T O 


My  Efteemed  Friend 

George  Raynsford,  Efq; 

SIR, 

IWoud  not  have  you  furprizd  with  this  Addrefs , though  I 
gave  you  no  warning  of  it . The  Buifinefs  of  this  Epijile  is 
more  Vindication  than  Complement  ; and  when  we  are  to 
tell  cur  Grievances  \ tis  mojl  natural  to  betake  our  felves  to 
a Friend . ’Twos  thought  perhaps  that  this  unfortunate  Off- 
fpring  having  been  fiifled  on  the  Stage,  fhou'd  have  been  buried 
in  Oblivion  ; and  fo  it  might  have  happened  had  it  drawn  its 
Being  from  me  Alone , but  it  f ill  retains  the  immortal  Spirit  of 
its  fr ft -Father  , and  will  furvive  in  Print  , though  forbid  to 
tread  the  Stage.  They  that  have  not  feen  it  Ailed , by  its  being 
filenct,  mufl  Jufpell  me  to  have  Compil'd  a Difloyal  or  Re  felling 
Play.  But  how  far  diflant  this  was  from  my  Defgn  and  Conduit 
in  the  Story  will  appear  to  him  that  reads  with  half  an  Eye . To 
form  any  Refemblance  between  the  Times  here  written  of,  and  the 
Prefent,  had  been  unpardonable  Preemption  in  Me.  If  the  Pro - 
hibiters  conceive  any  fuch  Notion  / am  not  accountable  for  That. 
I fell  upon  the  new-modelling  of  this  Tragedy,  (as  I had  juft  before 
done  on  the  Hiftory  of  King  Lear)  charm'd  with  the  many  Beau- 
ties I d if  cover'd  in  it,  which  I knew  wotld  become  the  Stage ; with 
as  little  defgn  of  Satyr  on  prefent  Tr  anf allion  s , as  Shakelpear 
himfelf  that  wrote  this  Story  before  this  Age  began.  I am  not  ig- 
norant of  the  poflure  of  Affairs  in  King  Richard  the  Second's  Reign, 
how  dijfolute  then  the  Age , and  how  corrupt  the  Court ; a Seafon 
that  beheld  Ignorance  and  Infamy  preferrd  to  Office  and  Pow’r* 
exercis'd  in  Op pr effing,  Learning  and  Merit  ; but  why  a fliflory 
ff  th of e Times  fhoud  he  fupprejl  as  a Libel  upon  Ours , is  paft  my 

A Vnder - 
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ZJnderflanding.  ’Tis  fare  the  morfl  Complement  that  ever  mas 

made  to  a Prince.  . 

O Rem  ridicnlam,  Cato,  & jocalam, 

Dignamque  Auribus,  & tuo  Caciunno. 

Ride,  quicquid  amas,  Cato,  Catullum 

Res  eft  Ridicula,  &c.  . , ,, 

Shakefpear  in  this  Tragedy,  bated  none  of  his  Characters 

an  Ace  of  the  Chronicle  ; be  took  care  to  fhem  'em  no  worfe  Men 
than  They  mere,  but  reprefents  them  never  a jot  better.  His 
Duke  of  York  after  all  his  buify  pretended ' Loyal  y , is  found 

falfe  to  his  Kinfman  and  Sovereign , and  joynd  with  the  Conspi- 
rators. His  King  Richard  Himfelf  is  painted  in  the  worfi  Co- 
lours of  Hiftory.  Diffolute,  Vnadvifeable,  devoted  to  Eafe  and 
Luxury.  Lou  find  old  Gaunt  f peaking  of  him  in  this  Language 

J Then  there  are  found 

Lafcivious  Meeters,  to  whofe  Venom  found 
The  open  Ear  of  Youth  dos  always  Linen. 

Where  doth  the  World  thruft  forth  a Vanity, 

(So  it  be  New,  there’s  no  refpeft  how  Vile; 

That  is  not  quickly  buzz’d  into  his  Ear  ? 

That  all  too  late  comes  Counfel  to  be  heard. 
without  the  leaft  palliating  of  his  Mifcarnages  which  I have 
done  in  the  new  Draft,  with  fuch  words  as  Theje. 

Your  Sycophants  bred  from  your  Child  hood  with  you. 
Have  fuch  Advantage  had  to  work  upon  you, 

That  fcarce  your  Failings  can  be  calld  your  Faults. 

His  Reply  in  Shakefpear  f*  the  blunt  honefiAdvifer  runs  thus. 
And  Thou  a Lunatick  Lean-witted-fool,  fife. 

Now  by  my  Seat’s  right  Royal  Majefty, 

Wer’t  Thou  not  Brother  to  great  Edward  s Son. 

The  Tongue  that  runs  thus  roundly  in  thy  Head 
Shou’d  run  thy  Head  from  thy  unreverent  Shoulders 
on  the  contrary  (though  I have  made  him  exprefs  Jorne  Refent- 
ment)  yet  he  is  neither  enrafid  with  the  good  Advice,  nor  deaf 

to  it.  He  anfwers  Thus 

Gentle  Unlde ; 

Excufe  the  Sally’s  of  my  Youthfull  Blood. 

We  ftiall  not  be  unmindfull  to  redrefs 
( However  difficult ) our  States  Corruptions, 

And  purge  the  Vanities  that  crowd  our  Court. 
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I have  every  where  given  him  the  Language  of  an  AHiv'e,  Pru- 
dent Prince.  Preferring  the  Good  of  his  Subjells  to  his  own  pri- 
vate Pleafure.  On  his  Irilh  Expedition , you  find  him  thus  be- 

Jpeak  his  Queen  — 

Though  never  vacant  Swain  in  filent  Bow’rs 
Cou’cl  boaft  a Pailion  fo  fincere  as  Mine, 

Yet  where  the  Int’reft  of  the  Subject  calls 

. We  wave  the  deareft  Tranfports  of  our  Love, 

Flying  from  Beauties  Arms  to  rugged  War,  &c. 

Nor  coud  it  fuffice  me  to  make  him  fpeak  like  a King  (who  as 
Mr.  Rhymer  fays  in  his  Tragedies  of  the  laft  Age  confidered,  are 
always  in  Poetry  prefunid  Heroes ) hut  to  Ait  fo  too,  viz.  with 
Refolution.  and  Juft  ice.  Rejolute  enough  our  Shakefpear  (copying 
the  Hiftory)  has  made  him,  for  concerning  his  feizing  old  Gaunt  x 
Revennues,  he  tells  the  wife  Dijwaders, 

Say  what  ye  will,  we  feize  into  our  Hands 
His  Plate,  his  Goods,  his  Money  and  his  Lands. 

But  where  was  the  Juft  ice  of  this  AH  ion  ? this  Pajfage  I confefs 
was  fo  material  a Part  of  the  Chronicle  ( being  the  very  Ball's  of 
Bullingbrook’r  Vfurpation)  that  I coud  not  in  this  new  Model  fo 
far  tranfgrefs  Truth  as  to  make  no  mention  of  it ; yet  for  the  ho- 
nour of  my  Heroe  I fuppofe  the  forefaid  Revennues  to  he  Borrow’d 
onely  for  the  prefent  Exigence,  not  Extorted. 

Be  Heav’n  our  Judge,  we  mean  him  fair. 

And  lhortly  will  with  Intereft  reftore 

The  Loan  our  fuddain  Streights  make  neceftary. 

My  Defign  was  to  engage  the  pitty  of  the  Audience  for  him  in 
his  Dijlreffes,  which  I cou’d  never  have  compafs’d  had  I not  before 
fhewn  him  a Wife,  Atlive  and  JuJl  Prince.  DetraHing  Language 
( if  any  where)  had  been  excufable  in  the  Mouths  of  the  Conjpi- 
rators  : part  of  whofe  Dialogue  runs  thus  in  Shakefpear  ; 

North.  Now  afore  Heav’n  ’tis  lhame  fuch  Wrongs  are  born 
In  him  a Royal  Prince  and  many  more 
Of  noble  Blood  in  this  Declining  Land  : 

The  King  is  not  Himfelf,  but  bafely  led 
By  Flatterers,  &c. 

Rojf.  The  Commons  He  has  pil’d  with  grievous  Taxes 
And  loft  their  Hearts,  &c. 

Will.  And  daily  new  Exactions  are  devis’d 

As  Blanks,  Benevolences,  and  I wot  not  what ; 

A a 
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But  what  o’  Gods  Name  doth  become  of  This  > 

North.  War  hath  not  wafted  it,  for  warr’d  he  has  not ; 

But  bafely  yielded  upon  Comprimize. 

That  which  his  Anceftours  atchiev’d  with  Blows 
More  has  He  fpent  in  Peace  than  they  in  War,  &c. 
with  much  more  vilifying  talk  ; hut  I wou'd  not  allow  even  tray- 
tors  and  Conspirators  thus  to  hefpatter  the  Perfon  whom  / defign'd 
to  place  in  the  Love  and  Compafficn  of  the  Audience.  Evn  this 
very  Scene  (as  I have  manafd  it)  though  it  fhew  the  Conjederates 
to  he  Villains,  yet  it  flings  no  Afperfion  on  my  Prince. 

Further,  to  Vindicate  evn  his  Magnanimity  in  Regard  of  his 
Refitting  the  Crown  , I have  on  purpofe  inferted  an  entirely  new 
Scene  between  him  and  his  Queen,  wherein  his  Conduit  is  Sufficiently 
excus'd  by  the  Malignancy  of  his  Fortune,  which  argues  indeed 
Extremity  ofDiftreJs,  bdt  Nothing  ofWeaknefs. 

After  this  account  it  will  be  askt  why  this  Play  Iboud  befuppreft, 
firft  in  its  own  Name,  and  after  in  Difguife  t All  that  lean  anfwer 
to  this,  is,  that  it  was  Silenc’d  on  the  Third  Day.  I confefs,!  ex- 
pelted  it  wou'd  have  found  P rot elt ion  from  whence  it  receiv  d Pro- 
hibition-,  and  fo  quefiionlefs  it  wou’d , ceu  d I have  obtain  d my 
Petition  to  have  it  perus'd  and  dealt  with  according  as  the  Con- 
tents  Deferv'd , but  a pofitive  Doom  of  Suppreffion  without  Exami- 
nation was  all  that  I coud  procure. 

The  Arbitrary  Courtiers  of  the  Reign  here  written,  Jcarcely  did 
more  Violence  To  the  Sul] ells  of  their  Time,  then  / b*ve  done  to 
Truth,  in  di  fruiting  their  foul  Trail  ices,  lake  evn  the  Fachdrd 
of  Shakefpear  'and  Hiftory,  you  will  find  him  Diffolute  , Carelefs, 
and  Vnadvif able  : perufe  my  Pitlure  of  him  and  you  will  fay  as 
i'Eneas  did  of  Hector  , ( though  the  Figure  there  was  alter  d for 
the  Worfe  and  here  for  the  Better)  Quantum  mutatusab  illo  ! 
And  likewife  for  his  chief  Miniflers  of  State,  I have  laid  Venues 
to  then  Charge  of  which  they  were  not  Guilty.  Every  Scene  is 
full  of  Ref  pelt  to  Majefty  and  the  dignity  of  Courts,  not  one  alter  d 
Page  but  what  breaths  Loyalty,  yet  had  this  Play  the  hard  for- 
tune to  receive  its  Prohibition  from  Court- 

For  the  two  days  in  which  it  was  Atled,the  Change  of  the  Scene, 
Names  of  Perfons,  &C.  was  a great  Difadvantage  : many  things 
were  by  this  means  render’d  oifeure  and  incoherent  that  in  their 
native  Drefs  had  appear'd  not  only  proper  but  gracefull.  F call  d 
my  Perfons  Sicilians/’#/  might  as  well  have  made  em  Mabitam 
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of  the  Ifle  of  Pines,  or,  World  in  the  Moon,  for  whom  an  Au- 
dience are  like  to  have  f mall  Concern.  Tet  / took  care  from  the 
Beginning  to  adorn  my  Prince  with  fuch  heroick  Vertues,  as  after- 
wards made  his  diflreft  Scenes  of  force  to  draw  tears  from  the 
Spell ators ; which,  how  much  more  touching  they  would  have  been 
had  the  Scene  been  laid  at  Home,  let  the  Reader  judge.  The  ad- 
ditional Comedy  I judgd  necefary  to  help  off  the heavmefs  of  the 
tale  which  Defign  , Sir , you  will  not  only  Pardon,  but  Approve. 
I have  heard  you  commend  this  Method  in  Stage  writing,  though 
lefs  agreeable  to  (iricktnefs  of  Rule ; and  I find  your  Choice  confirm  d 
by  our  Laureate  lafi  Piece,  who  confeffes  himfelf  to  * „ 

have  broken  a Rule  for  the  Pleafure  of  Variety.  The  Span. 

Audience  ( fays  he ) are  grown  weary  of  melan-  pryar> 
cholly  Scenes,  and  I dare  prophefie  that  few  Tra- 
gedies  (except  thofe  inVerle)  fhall  fucceed  in  this  Age  it  they 
are  not  lightned  with  a courfe  of  Mirth. 

And  now,  Sir,  I fear  I have  tranfgrefi  too  far  on  your  patience. 
Diftrefs  was  always  talkative  : be  pleas  d to  call  to  Mind  your 
beloved  Virgil’*  Night  ingall  when  rob’d  of  her  young. 

Qualis  populea  moerens  Philomela  fub  Umbra, 

Amiflos  queritur  Feetus,  quos  durus  Arator 
Obfervans,  Nido  implumes  detraxit;  at  Ilia 
Flet  noftem,  ramoque  fedens,  miferabile  Carmen 
Integrat,  & moeftis  late  loca  Queftibus  implet. 
this  Simile  you  know,  Sir,  is  occafiond  by  Orpheus  his  lamenting 
the  Lofs  of  Euridice,  which  the  Mythologies  expound  the  Fruit  of 
his  Labours.  Xoufind  Virgil  himfelf  eljewhere  condoling  his  Op- 
prejjion  by  Arrius.  Such  are  the  Complaints  of  our  Spencer  defrau- 
ded by  Cecill.  With  thefe , the  melancholly  Cowley  joyns  his 
Note  ; and,  as  Mr.  Flatman  fays,  ’ iis  the  Language  of  the  whole 

I heard  ’em  Curfe  their  Stars  in  ponderous  Rhymes, 

And  in  grave  Numbers  grumble  at  the  Times. 

Poetry  and  Learning , evn  in  Petronius  his  time , was  a barren 
' Province,  when  Villany  of  any  fort  was  a thriving  trade. 

Qui  Pelago  credit  magno,  fe  fenore  toilit, 

Qui  pugnat  & Caftra  petit  precingitur  Auro ; 

Vilis  Adulator  pifto  jacet  Ebrius  oflro ; , 

Et  qui  follicitat  Nuptas,  ad  premia  peccat  : 

Sola  pruinofis  liorret  Facundia  pannis. 
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Or  to go  a ftep  higher  in  Antiquity 

Qu:d  eft,  Catulle,  quod  moraris  emori  ? 

Sella  in  Curuli  Struma  Nonius  fedet. 

Quid  eft,  Catulle,  quod  moraris  emori  ? 

Ariftotle  himfelf  confeffes  Poetry  a letter  School  of  Vertue  than 
Philofophy,  Our  own  Sir  Philip  Sidney  V learn  d Defence  of  it,  is 
Demonftration  what  rewards  are  due , and  our  late  incomparable 
Author  of  Hudibras,  is  no  lefs  Demonftration  what  returns  are 
made  to  the  left  Mafters  of  it.  Not  Greece  or  Rome  can  loaft  a 
Genius  like  His  ; yet  after  all , his  Poverty  was  a greater  Satyr 
on  the  Age  than  his  Writings. 

Once  more,  Sir , I legyour  Pardon  for  digr effing  , and  difmifs 
you  to  the  following  Poem , in  which  you  will  find  fome  Mafter 
Touches  of  our  Shakefpear,  that  will  Vie  with  the  left  Roman 
Poets , that  have  fo  defervedly  your  V »neration.  If  it  yield  you 
any  Diverfion  I have  my  Defire , who  covet  all  Opportunities  of 
fhewing  my  felf  gratefull  for  your  Friendfhip  to  me,  which  I am 
proud  of,  and  amongft  the  many  whom  your  ingenious  and  obliging 
Temper  has  devoted  to  you , there  is  none  that  more  prizes  your 
Converfation , than 


Your  obliged  Friend 


and  humble  Servant, 


N.  Tate. 


PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 

TO  what  a wretched  ft  ate  are  Poets  lorn. 

Split  on  the  Rocks  of  Envy  or  of  Scorn 
Ev’n  to  the  beft  the  promis’d  Wreath’s  denyd, 

And  juft  Contempt  attends  on  all  befide. 

This  one  wou’d  think  fiou’d  lejfen  the  Temptation, 

But  they  are  Poets  by  Predejlination. 

The  fatal  Bait  undaunted  they  perfue ; 

And  claim  the  Laurel  as  their  Labours  Due. 


But  where’s  the  Z>fe  of  Merit,  or  of  Laws, 

When  Ingnorance  and  Malice  judge  the  Caufe  ? 

’ Twixt  thefe,  like  ^Efop’j-  Husband  , Poets  fare, 
This  pulls  the  black  and  that  thefilver  Hair , 

Till  they  have  left  the  Poem  bald  and  bare. 

Behold  the  dreadfull  fpot  they  ought  to  fear. 

Whole  Loads  of  Poet-bane  are  fcattered  here. 
Where  e’er  it  lights  the  fad  Effetts  we  find, 

Tho  on  the  tender  Hearts  of  Woman  kind. 

The  Men  ( whofe  Talents  they  themfelves  mifiake. 
Or  mifapply,  for  Contradiction  fake. ) 

Spight  of  their  Stars  mufi  needs  be  Critiques  ft  iff. 
Nay,  tho  prohibited  by  t.h’  Irifb  Bill. 

Bleft  Age  ! when  all  our  All  ions  feem  defign’d 
To  prove  a War  ’twixt  Reafon  and  Mankind  ! 
Here  an  ajfelled  Cocquet  perks  and  prunes, 

Tho  fie ’s  below  the  Level  of  Lampoons, 

Venting  her  Fly-blown  Charms  till  her  Own  Squire 
Is  grown  too  nice  and  dainty  to  Admire. 

There  a pretending  Fop  ( a Man  of  Note 
More  for  his  thread-bare  Jefl  than  Gawdy  Coat ) 
Sees  every  Coxcomb’s  Mirth , yet  wants  the  Senfie 
Jo  know  ’tis  caus’d  by  his  Impertinence. 

Nor  refts  the  Mighty  Grievance  here  alone  ; 

For  not  content  with  Folly  s of  our  own, 

We  plunder  the  fair  Sex  of  what  we  can, 

Who  feldom  mi/s  their  dear  Revenge  on  Man, 
Their  property  of  Falfiood  we  invade, 

Whil/t  theyt  ufurp  our  Mid-night  Scouring  Tr adt. 


& o k a 


SONG  for  the  third  ACT. 


I. 


■Love's  Delights  were  pajl  Exprefing 
Coud  our  happy  Vifions  laft. 

Pity  ’tis  they  fly  fo  fafl ; 

Pity  'tis  fo  Jhort  a Bleffmg, 

Love  *s  Delights  were  pall  exprefling 
Coud  our  happy  Vifions  lafl  ; 

Tides  of  Pleajure  in  poflefling 
Sweetly  Flow , hut  foon  are  paft. 

Love's  Delights,  &c. 

II. 

Calms  in  Love  are  fleeting  Treafure, 

Only  Vifit  and  Away, 

Hafly  Bleffmg  we  enjoy. 

Tedious  Hours  of  Grief  we  Meafure  : 

Calms  in  Love  are  fleeting  Treafure, 

Only  Vifit  and  Away , 

Sighs  and  Tears  fore  run  the  Pleafure, 
Jealous  Rage  fucceeds  the  Joy. 

Calms  in  Love,  &c. 


SONG 


SONG 

For  the  Prifoti  SCENE  in  the  laft  ACT, 

i. 

REtirdfrom  any  Mortals  fight 
the  Pen  five  Damon  lay. 

He  Heft  the  difcontented  Night, 

And  Curd  the  Smiling  Day. 
the  tender  fiharers  of  his  Pain, 

His  Flocks  no  longer  Graze, 

But  fadly  fixt  around  the  Swain, 

Like  filent  Mourners  gaze. 

z. 

He  heard  the  Mufick  of  the  Wood, 

And  with  a Jigh  Reply  d, 

He  faw  the  Fifth  fport  in  the  Flood, 

And  wept  a deeper  Tyde. 

In  vain  the  Summers  Bloom  came  on. 

For  ftill  the  Drooping  Swain, 

Like  Autumn  Winds  was  heard  to  Groan , 
Out-wept  the  Winters  Rain. 

3- 

Some  Eafe  ( faid  he)fome  Refpite  give ! 

. Why,  mighty  Powrs,  Ah  why 
Am  I too  much  diftreft  to  Live, 

And  yet  for  hid  to  Dye  ? 

Such  Accents  from  the  Shepherd  flew 
Whilft  on  the  Ground  He  lay ; 

At  laft  Jo  deep  a Sigh  he  drew. 

As  bore  hh  Life  away . 


The  Perfons  Names,  together  with  thofe  under 

which  the  Play  was  A<5ted. 


King  Richard, 
Gaunt, 

York, 

Bullingbrook, 

Northumberland. 

Piercie. 

Rofs. 

Willoughby. 

Carlile. 

Aumarl, 

Exton. 


Ofwald. 

Alcidore. 

Qeon. 

Vbrtiger. 

Hermogenes. 


Queen,  _ Aribell. 

Dutchefs  of  York, 

Ladies,  Gardiners,  Souldiers,  Mejj'engers,  Guards, 

Attendants. 


Books  nexly  Printed  for  R.  Tonfon  and  J.  Ton  Ton, 

The  Spanijb  Fryer,  or  the  Doulle  Fife  every.  Written  by  Mr. 
Dryden. 

Lucius  Junius  Brutus , Father  of  his  Country.  A Tragedy,  writ- 
ten by  Mr.  Lee. 

The  Art  of  making  Love,  or  Rules  for  the.Condu£t  bf  Ladies  ard 
Gallants  in  their  Amours.  Price  of  each  i s. 


HISTORY 

O F 

King  Richard  the  IId 


A C T I. 

SCENE  a Chamber  of  State.  Jfjng  Richard,  John  of 
Gaunt,  Northumberland,  Piercie,  Rols,  Willoughby, 
with  other  Nobles  and  Attendants. 

King  L D John  of  Gaunt  time  honour  d Lane  after  3 

S 1 Haft  thou  according  to  thy  Oath  and  Bond 
iL  M Brought  hither  Harry  Herford  thy  bold  Son, 

Here  to  make  good  th’Impeachment  lately  charg’d 
Againft  the  Duke  of  NorfoU^Thonzas  Mowbray  ? 
Gaunt . I have  my  Liege. 

King.  Haft  thou  moreover  lifted  him  to  find 
If  he  Impeach  the  Duke  on  private  malice  5 
Or  worthily  as  a good  Subjeft  (hou’d. 

Gaunt . As  far  as  I can  found  him  in  the  Bufinefs 
On  fome  Apparent  danger  from  the  Duke 
Aim'd  at  your  Highnefs,  no  Inveterate  Malice  / 

King.  Then  fet ’em  in  our  prefence  Face  to  Face, 

And  Frowning,  Brow  to  Brow,  our  felf  will  hear 
Th’  Accufer  and  the  Accus'd  both  freely  fpeak} 

High-Stomacht  are  they  both  and  in  their  Rage 
Deaf  as  the  ftorming  Sea,  hafty  as  Fire. 
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Bulling-brook  and  Mowbray  from  fever  al  Entrances . 
Bull \ Now  many. years  of  happy  days  befal 
My  gracious  Soveraign  my  moft  honour’d  Liege, 

Mow.  Each  day  exceeding  th’  others  happinefi 
Till  Heav  n in  Jealoufie  to  Earths  fuccefi 
Add  an  immortal  Title  to  your  Crown. 

King.  Coufin  of  Herford  what  doft  thou  objed 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

Bull.  Firft  then  be  Heavn  the  Record  to  my  fpeech.3 
That  in  devotion  to  a Subjects  love 
(Not  on  Suggeftions  of  a private  Hatred) 

Come  I Appealant  to  this  Princely  prefence 

Now  Thomas  Mowbray  do  I turn  to  Thee, 

And  mark  my  greeting  well  5 for  what  I fpeak 
My  Body  fhall  make  good  upon  this  Earth, 

Or  my  divine  Soul  anlwer  it  in  Heavn  : 

Thou  art  a Traytertothe  King  and  State, 

A foul  Excrefcence  of  a Noble  Stem > 

To  Heavn  I fpeak  it, and  by  Heavn  ’tistrue. 

That  thou  art  Treafon  fpotted,  falfe  as  Hell, 

And  wifh  ffopleafemy  Soveraign)  ere  we  move, 

What  my  Tongue  fpeaks,  my  right  drawn  Sword  may  prove. 

Mow.  Let  not  the  coldnefs  of  my  Language  draw 
My  Sovereign  Liege  your  Cenfure  on  my  Zeal, 

Tis  not  the  Try al  of  a Womans  War, 

Thefenfelefs  clamour  of  contending  Tongues 
Can  arbitrate  the  Diffrence  ’twixt  us  Two, 

The  Blood  is  hot  that  muft  be  cool’d  for  this : 

The  Reverence  of  this  Prefence  curbs  my  (peech, 

That  elfe  had  (hot  like  Lightning  and  return’d 
This  charge  of  Treafon,  to  the  fland’rers  Throat : 

Set  but  afide  his  high  Blood’s  Royalty, 

And  let  him  be  no  Kinf-man  to  the  King. 

Allow  me  this,  and  BuBing-brootis  a Villain  5 
Which  to  maintain  I will  allow  him  odds, 

Purfue  him  bare-foot  to  the  fartheft  North, 

Whofe  Chaftifement  I tamely  now  forbear, 

Bull.  White-liver’d  Coward  there  I throw  my  Gage, 
Declaiming  my  Relation  to  the  King, 
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Which  Fear,  not  Reverence  make  thee  to  object  3 
If  guilty  Dread  has  left  thee  fo  much  ftrength, 

Stoop  and  take  up  forthwith  my  Honour's  Pawn  3 
By  that  and  all  the  Rights  of  Knight-hood  elfe 
1 will  make  good  againft  thee  Arm  to  Arm 
What  I have  faid,  and  Seal  it  with  thy  Soul. 

Mow.  I feize  it  Herford  as  I wou'd  feize  Thee, 

And  by  the  Sword  that  laid  my  Knight-hood  on  me 
I'll  anfwer  thee  in  any  ^.nightly  Tryal 
As  hot  in  Combate  as  thou  art  in  Brawl. 

King.  What  do’s  our  Coufen  lay  to  Norfoll(s  Charge  ? 

Bull.  Firft  then  I fay  ( my  Sword  fhall  prove  it  true) 
That  Mow-bray  has  receiv’d  eight  thouland  Nobles 
In  Name  of  Lendings  for  your  Highnefs  Service, 

All  which  for  lew’d  Employments  he  detains 
Like  a falfe  Traytor  and  injurious  Villain  5 
Befides  I fay  and  will  in  Combate  prove,  ' 

That  all  the  Treafons,  Plots,  Confpiracies 
Hatcht  for  thefe  eighteen  years  within  this  Realm, 

Fetcht  from  falfe  Mowbray  their  firft  Spring  and  Head : 
Farther  I fay,  and  on  his  Heart  will  prove  it. 

That  he  did  Plot  the  Duke  of  G loiters  Death, 

Whole  Martial  Ghoft  tome  for  Vengeance  cryes. 

And  by  the  glorious  Worth  of  my  Defcent 
This  Arm  fhall  give  it,  or  this  Blood  be  (pent. 

King.  How  high  a Pitch  hisRelblution  Soars. 

Thomas  of  Norfolk  what  fay’ft  thou  to  this  ? 

Mow.  Olet  my  Sov’raign  turn  away  his  Face 
And  bid  his  Ear  a little  while  be  Deaf, 

TUI  I have  told  this  Hander  of  his  Blood, 

How  Heav’n  and  good  men  hate  fo  foul  a Lyar. 

King.  Now  by  our  Sceptres  Awe  I tell  thee  Mowbray, 
Were  he  my  Brother,  nay  my  Kingdoms  Heir, 

Our  Blood  Ihou’d  nothing  priviledge  him,  nor  bend 
Our  upright  Soul  from  Juftice. 

Mow.  Then  BuUing-brooh^  as  low  as  to  thy  Heart 
Thou  ly’ft  3 Three  parts  of  my  Receits  for  C&Uice 
I have  disbUrft  amongft  his  Highnels  Souldiers  3 
The  Reft  I by  the  King’s  confent  referv’d 
Upon  remainder  of  a dear  Account, 
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Since  laft  I went  to  fetch  the  Queen  .from  France. 

Firft  fwallow  down  that  Lye for  Glojiers  Death 

I flew  him  not,  but  rather  to  my  fault 
Negle&ed  my  Sworn  Duty  in  that  Cale, 

Compaffion  being  here  all  my  Offence. 

And  for  the  reft  of  thy  perfidious  Charge, 

It  Iffues  from  the  rancour  of  a Villain, 

The  flowing  Gall  of  a degenerate  Traytor, 

In  proof  of  which  I fummon  thee  to  Combate, 

Befeeching  of  his  Majefty  the  Grace 

To  my  wrong’d  Fame  f appoint  our  Tryal-day 

Where  Her  ford’ s Blood  (hall  for  his  danders  pay, 

Andwafti  the  Poyfonof  his  Tongue  away.  _ ... 

Kim.  Rath  men,  thus  long  we  have  giv  n you  the  hearing. 
Now  let  the  pleafure  of  your  King  be  heard  3 
And  know  our  Wifdom  (hall  prefcnbe  a way 
To  purge  this  Choller  without  letting  Blood, 

Forget,  forgive,  conclude  and  be  agreed, 

Gaunt,  fee  this  difference  end  where  it  begun 
Wee’l  calm  the  Duke  of  Norfolk. , you  your  Son. 

Gaunt.  To  be  a Peace-maker  becomes  my  Age 
Throw  down  my  Son  the  Duke  of  Norfolk. s Gag  . 

King.  And  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 

Gaunt.  When  Harry  when? 

Olwlience  bids,  I thou  d not  bid  again.  n 

Krn*  Will  Norfolk,  when  the  King  commands  be  flow  > 
Mow.  My  felf  dread  Sov’raign  at  your  feet  I throw  > 

My  Life  you  may  command,  but  not  my  Shame, 

I cannot  give,  nor  will  you  ask  my  Fame  , 
j Tmnpicht  difgract  before  my  King, 

Pierc  t to  the  Soul  with  Slanders  Venom  d Sting, 

Incurable  but  by  the  Tray  tor  s Blood 
That  breath’d  the  Poyfon. 

Kino.  Rage  muft  be  withftood  3 

° *£!  Y*  K nSn^heSrS'bu, my  (hame. 
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■ King.  Coufin,  throw  down  his  Gage,  do  you  begin. 

Bull.  Juft  Heav’n  defend  me  from  fo  foul  a fin. 

Condemn  not  Sir  your  Blood  to  fuch  difgrace ! 

Shall  Ifeem  brav’d  before  my  Father’s  Face  ? 

No, Royal  Sir,  ere  my  Blafpheaming  Tongue 
Shall  do  my  Loyalty  fo  foul  a wrong. 

Or  found fobafe  a Parle,  by  th’ Roots  lie  tear 
The  flavilh  Herrald  of  fo  vile  a fear, 

And  fpit  it  bleeding  where  the  worft  difgrace, 

And  Handers  harbour,  ev’n  in  Mowbray  s face. 

King.  Now  by  my  Scepter  you  have  wak't  my  ipleen, 

And  fince  we  fue  in  vain  to  make  ye  friends. 

Prepare  to  meet  before  us  in  the  Lifts, 

You  (hall,  and  he  that  bauk’s  the  Combat,  dies. 

Behold  me  give  your  head-long  fury  Scope, 

Each  to  chaftife  the  others  guilty  Pride. 

What  Council  cannot,  let  the  Sword  decide.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  the  Second. 

Enter  Dutchefs  ofC locefter  in  Mourning. 

Dutch.  How  flow  alas  the  hours  of  Sorrow  fly, 

Whofe  Wings  are  dampt  with  Tears!  my  dear, dear  G lojter, 

I have  more  than  a Widdows  lofs  to  mourn, 

She  but  laments  a Death ; but  I a Murder.  [Enter  (jaunt » 

Gaunt.  When  Sifter  will  you  find  the  way  to  comfort  > 

Dutch.  When  Gaunt  has  found  the  way  to  Vengeance,  Comfort 
Before  that  hour  were  Guilty. 

Edwards  feven  Sons  (whereof  thy  felf  art  one) 

Where  as  feven  Viols  of  his  facred  Blood, 

Or  feven  fair  Branches  fpringing  from  one  Stock; 

Some  of  thofe  Streams  by  natures  courfe  are  dry’d. 

Some  of  thofe  Branches  by  the  Deftinies  cut; 

But  Thomas,  my  dear  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Glojler, 

One  flourilhing  Branch  of  that  moft  Royal  Stem, 

Ishew’d  and  all  his  verdant  Leaves  difperft, 

By  envies  hand  and  Murders  bloody  Axe. 

Gaunt.  Sifter,  the  part  I have  in  Glolters  Blood,, 

Do’s  more  follicite  me  than  your  exclaims. 

To  ftir  againft  the  Butchers  of  his  life;. 
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Pvat  fince  Revenge  is  Hcav’ns  Prerogative, 

Put  we  our  Quarrel  to  the  will  of  Heav’n.  Enter  York. 

York  Save  ye  Sifter-' — very  hot!  ohl  hot  weather  and  hot 
work  : come  Brother,  the  Lifts  are  ready  5 the  Fight  will  be  worth 
the  while:  belides  your  concern  there  isfomewhat  more  than  ordi- 
nary. Pfaith  now  I cou  d be  content  to  have.  Harry  (cape  5 but  for  all 
that  I wou’d  have  the  Tray  tor  die. 

Gaunt.  Coud  my  impartial  eye  but  find  him  fuch, 

Fell  Mow-brays  Sword  (hould  come  to  late. 

Dutch . Where  (hall  my  Sorrows  make  their  Jaft  complaint, 
HYork^  deny  me  too  > 

York.  What  wou’d  our  Sifter? 

Dutch.  Revenge,  and  fpeedy  for  my  Gloffers  death. 

2°rk.  Why  there  *tis - — Revenge, ho!  a fine  model  for  a Lady 

Lifting,  Glofler  was  my  Brother,  true but  Gloftcr  was  a Tray- 

tor  and  that’s  true  too  — I hate  a Tray  tor  more  than  I love  a 
Brother. 

Dutch.  A T ray  tor  York? 

York,  Tis  fomewhat  a courfe  name  for  a Kinfman,  but  yet  to 
my  thinking,  to  raife  an  Army,  execute  Sub je&s,  threaten  the 
King  himfelf,  and  reduce  him  to  anfwer  particulars,  has  a very 
ftrong  fmatch  with  it go  too,  you  are  in  fault,  your  com- 

plaints are  guilty  3 y our  very  Tears  are  Treafon.  No  remedy  but 
Patience. 

Dutch . Call  it  not  patience,  Tor 4,  tis  cold  defpair, 

In  fuffering  thus  your  Brother  to  be  llaughter’d, 

You  (hew  the  naked  path  to  your  own  Lives  3 
Ah ! had  his  fate  been  yours  my  Glosler  wou’d 
Have  fet  a Nobler  Prince  upon  your  Lives. 

York.  This  Air  gro\ys  infectious:  will  you  go  Brother. 

Dutch.  But  one  word  more,  grief  ever  was  a Talker, 

But  I will  teach  him  filence  3 of  you  both 
I take  eternal  leave.  Comforts  wait  on  you 
When  I am  laid  in  Earth : to  fome  dark  Cell 
Will  I betake  me,  where  this  weary  Life 
Shall  with  the  taper  wafte:  there  fhalll  greet, 

No  Vifitant  but  Death — -adieu ! my  Lords ! 

If  this  Farewell  your  Patience  has  abus’d, 

Think  ’twas  my  laft,  and  let  it  be  excus’d.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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S C E NE  the  Third. 

A T ay  Mon  of  State  before  the  Lifts, 

Marjhal  and  Aumerle  from  Jeveral  Entrances . 

Marjh.  My  Lord  Aumerle  is  Harry  Herford  arm’d? 

Aum.  Yes,  at  all  points  and  longs  to  enter  in, 

Marjh . The  Duke  of  Norfolk  fprightfully  and  bold 
Waits  but  the  Summons  of  the  Appealants  Trumpet, 

But  fee,  the  King. 

Flourip , Enter  King,  Queen  attended , Gaunt,  York, 
Pierce,  Northumberland,  &c.  who  place  themfelves  to 
view  the  Combat.  Mowbray  brought  in  by  a Herald . 

King . Marjhal  demand  of  yonder  Combatant, 

Why  he  comes  here,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwear  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  caufe. 

MarJfj.  In  the  Kings  name  fay  who  thou  art  and  what’s  thy  Quarrel? 
Speak  truly  on  thy  Knighthood  and  thy  Oath, 

So  Heav’n  defend  thee  and  thy  Valour. 

Mow . Hither  is  Mowbray  come  upon  his  Oath, 

To  juftifie  his  Loyalty  and  truth, 

Againft  fake  BullingbrooL  that  has  appeal’d  me, 

And  as  I truly  fight  defend  me  Heav’n. 

Trumpet  again . Bullingbrook  and  Herald. 

King.  Demand  of  yonder  Knight  why  he  comes  here, 

And  formally  according  to  our  Law, 

Depole  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  Caufe. 

Marjh.  Thy  name,  and  wherefore  thou  art  hither  come 
Before  King-R?V^r^!inhis  Royal  Lifts, 

Speak  like  a true  Knight:  fo  defend  thee  Heav’n, 

Bull.  Harry  of  Herford , Lancaster,  and  Derby , 

Stands  here  in  Arms  to  prove  on  Thom'as  Mowbray , 

That  he’s  a Tray  tor  to  the  King  and  State, 

And  as  I truly  fight  defend  me  Heav’n. 

But  firft  Lord  Marjhal  I entreat  the  Grace 
To  kifs  my  Soveraigns  hand  and  do  him  homage, 

For  Mowbray  and  my  felf are  like  to  men 
That  vow  along  and  weary  Pilgrimage, 
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Therefore  fhoud  take  a ceremonious  leave 
And  tender  fare wel  of  ourfeveral  Friends. 

Marjh.  Th’Appealant  in  all  duly  greets  your  Highnefs, 

Craving  to  ki(s  your  hand  and  take  his  leave. 

King.  We  will  defcend  and  fould  him  in  our  Arms  3 
Now  Coufin,  as  thy  Caufe  is  juft, 

So  be  thy  Fortune  in  this  Royal  Fight} 

Farewel  my  Blood,  which  if  thou  chance  to  died, 

Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  the  dead. 

Bull.  No  noble  eye  be  feen  toloofeaTear 
On  me  if  I be  foil’d  by  Mowbrays  Arm  3 
As  confident  as  is  the  Faulcon  s flight 
At  tim’rous  Birds  do  I with  Mowbray  fight. 

O thou  the  gen’rous  Author  of  my  Blood,  [To  Gaunt . 

Whofe  youthful  Spirit  enflames  and  lifts  me  up 
To  reach  at  Viftory  above  my  Head, 

Add  proof  to  this  my  Armour  with  thy  Prayrs, 

And  with  thy  Bleflings  point  my  vengeful  Sword 
To  furbifh  new  th’illuftrious  name  of  Gaunt. 

Mow.  However  Heaven  or  Fortune  caft  my  Lot, 

There  lives  or  dies  a juft  and  loyal  man : 

Never  did  wretched  Captive  greet  the  hour 
Offreedom  with  more  welcome  or  delight 
Than  my  tranfported  foul  do’s  celebrate 

This  Feaft  of  battle Bleflings  on  my  King, 

And  peace  on  jail 

King.  Farewell  my  Lord, 

Virtue  and  Valour  guard  thee;  Marjhal  finifh. 

Marjh.  Harry  of  Herford , Lancaster  and  Derby , 

Receive  thy  Sword  and  Heav  n defend  thy  Right, 

Fear  this  to  Mowbray. 

Mow.  Curfe  on  your  tedious  Ceremonies,  more 
To  us  tormenting  then  fexpe&ing  Bridegrooms. 

The  fignal  for  Heav’ns  fake. 

Marjh.  Sound  Trumpets,  and  fet  forward  Combatants. 

Stay,  flay,  the  King  has  thrown  his  Warder  down. 

King.  Command  the  Knights  once  more  back  to  their  Pofts, 
And  let  the  Trumpets  found  a fecond  charge, 

Whilft  with  our  Lords  we  briefly  do  advife. 
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Another  flourijh  after  which  the  King  fteaks. 
Command ’em  to  refigne  their  Arms,  and  liften 
To  what  we  with  our  Council  have  Decreed, 

For  that  our  Eyes  deteft  the  fpectacle 

Of  Civil  Wounds,  from  whence  the  dire  infedion 

Of  general  War  may  fpring,  we  bar  your  Combat, 

Supprefs  thofe  Arms  that  from  our  Coaft  wou’d  fright 
Fair  Peace,  and  make  us  wade  in  Kinfmen’s  Blood  : 

And  left:  your  Neighbour-hood  caufe  after-broils, 

Webanilhyou  our  Realms  to  different  Climes, 

You  BuUingbrook.  on  pain  of  Death, 

Till  twice  five  Summers  have  enircht  our  Fields. 

Bull.  And  muft  this  be  your  Pleafure?  well! 

Yourpleafureftand,  ’twill  be  my  comfort  ftill. 

The  Sun  that  warms  you  here,  (hall  fhine  on  me 
And  guild  my  Baniftiment. 

King.  Mowbray  for  thee  remains  a heavier  doom, 

The  flow  fucceeding  hours  (hall  not  determine 
The  datelefs  limit  of  thy  dear  exile, 

The  hopelefs  word  of  never  to  return. 

Breath  we  againft  thee  upon  pain  of  Death. 

Mow.  A heavy  Sentence  my  moft  Sov’raign  Lord, 

The  Language  I have  learnt  thefe  Forty  years, 

My  native  Englifh  muft  I now  forgo  ? 

» I am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a Nurfe, 

And  learn  the  Prattle  of  a forraign  tongue. 

What  is  thy  Sentence  then,  but  fpeechlefs  Death  ? 

You  take  the  cruelft  way  to  rob  my  Breath. 

King.  Complaint  comes  all  too  late  where  we-decree. 

Mow.  Then  thus  I turn  me  from  my  Countries  light, 

Pleas’d  with  my  doom  becaufeit  pleas’d  the  King, 

Farewell  my  Lord,  now  Mowbray  cannot  ftray. 

Let  me  fhun  England , all  the  worlds  my  way. 

King.  Return  again  and  take  an  Oath  with  thee. 

* Lay  on  our  Royal  Sword  your  banifht  Hands, 

Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  Heav’n 
Nere  to  embrace  each  others  love  in  Banifhment, 

Nor  ever  mset,  nor  write  to  reconcile 
This  lowring  tempeft  of  your  home-bred  hate. 

Nor  Plot  to  turn  the  edge  of  your  Revenge, 

C On 
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On  Us,  our  State,  our  Subjects  and  our  Land. 

Bull.  I Swear. 

Mow.  And  I to  keep  all  this ! 

Bull.  By  this  time  Mowbray.,  had  the  King  permitted,. 
One  of  our  Souls  had  wandered  in  the  Air, 

As  now  our  flefhisdoomdon  Earth  to  wander, 

Confels  thy  T reafon  ere  thou  fly  the  Land } 

Since  thou  haft  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
Th’incumbring  Burden  of  a guilty  Soul. 

More.  No  Bullingbrook , if  ever  I were  falfe, 

Let  Heav’n  renounce  me  as  my  Country  has } 

But  what  thou  art,  Heav’n  , Thou  and  I do  know. 
And  all  (my  heart  fbrbodes)  too  foon  fhall  rue. 

My  abfence  then  (hall  yet  this  comfort  bring, 

Not  to  behold  the  Troubles  of  my  King. 

King.  Uncle  within  thy  tear-chargd.  Eyes  I read 
Thy  hearts  fell  forrow,  and  that  troubled  Look, 

Has  from  the  number  of  his  Baniftit  years 
Pluckt  four  away  $ Six  frozen  Winters  fpent, 

Return  with  welcome  from  thy  Baniihmcnt. 

Gaunt.  I thank  my  Liege,  that  in  regard  to  me, 

He  cuts  off  four  years  from  my  Sons  exile, 

But  fmall  advantage  (hall  I reap  thereby. 

For  ere  thofe  flow  fix  years  can  change  their  Moons, 

My  inch  of  Taper  will  be  fpent  and  done, 

Nor  Gaunt  have  life  to  welcom  home  his  " on. 

King.  Defpair  not  Uncle,  you  have  long  to  live. 
Gaunt.  But  not  a Minute  King  that  thou  canft  give. 
King.  Thy  Son  was  baniftit  upon  advice, 

To  which  thy  Tongue  a party  — Verdift  gave, 

Gaunt.  My  intereft  Ifubmitted  to  your  Will, 

You  urg’d  me  like  a judge,  and  Iforgot 
A Father’s  Name,  and  like  a drift  Judge  doom  d Him.. 
Alas  I look’d  when  forne  of  you  flaould  fay, 

I was  too  drift  to  make  my  Own  away ! 

But  all  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  Tongue, 

To  do  my  ag’d  heart  this  unnatural  wrong. 

King.'  Now  for  the  Rebels  that  hold  out  in  Ireland,. 
And  turn  our  mild  forbearance  to  contempt, 

Frefti  forces  mud  be  levi’d  with  beftfpeed,. 


[Exit. 
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Ere  farther  leifure  yield  them  further  ftrength, 

We  will  our  felf  in  perfon  to  this  War, 

And  quench  this  flame  before  it  fpreadtoo  far. 

n , ~ . , _ , „ . Ex.  with  Attendant* . 

txr?  f'  °i°  ^nat,purP°fe  doft  thou  hoard  thy  words. 

When  thou  fhouldft  breath  dear  farewels  to  thy  Friends 
That  round  thee,  all  like  lilent  Mourners  gaze. 

Bull.  They  will  not  cenfure  me  whofe  (canty  time 
And  breath  s too  little  to  take  leave  of  you. 

My  dear  Companions  you  have  known  my  Heart 

Too  long,  to  doubt  it  on  a lilent  grief 

Ha ! by  my  fwelling  blood  my  Father’s  pale ! 

How  fare’s  your  honour?  good  my  Lords  your  hands. 

haunt.  I feel  a heavinefs  like  Death,  and  hope 
It  is  no  counterfeit—  AH  (hall  be  well. 

Bull.  By  Heavn  it  (hall 1 feel  my  veins  work  high,  j 

And  confcious  glory  kindling  in  my  breft,  ° 

Infpires  a Thought  to  vaft  to  be  expreft  * 

Where  thisdifgrace  will  end  the  Heav’ns  can  tell, 

And Htrford’s  Soul  divines, that  ’twill  be  well! 

A Beam  of  royal  fplendor  ftrikes  my  Eye, 

Before  my  charm’d  fight.  Crowns  and  Scepters  fly  ; 

The  minutes  big  with  Fate,  too  {lowly  run 
But  hafty  Bullwgbrook^  (hall  pufh’em  on.  ’ 


[Ex. 
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ACT  II. 

A Chamber. 

Gaunt  Sick#  to  him  York. 

]^Jow  Brother,  what  cheer? 

Why  well,  ’tis  with  me  as  old  Gaunt  cou’d  wifh. 

loro.  Whilf  >Tt<4-L  — . tT  T 1 _ _ 1 9 


TCork.  What,  Harry  flicks  with  you  ftill  j well  I hear  he’s  fafe  in 
r ranee  and  verybufie. 

Gaunt.  My  Blood  were  never  Idle. 

C 2 Torhi 
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Tori  I fear  too  bufie^  come,  he’s  a parlous  Boy,  I fmell  acon- 
fed’racy  betwixt  him  and  his  Companions  here,  Mifchief  will  come 
St,  cut  him  off  I fay  5 Let  him  be  Kites-meat  I would  hang 

a llJep  good  Tori  and  wake  with  better  thoughts. 

Tori  Heav’n  grant  we  fleep  not  all  till  Alarums  wake  us. 

I tell  you  Brother  Hik’d  not  the  manner  of  his  departure  twas  the 
very  fmooth  failing  Face  oflnfant  Rebellions  with  what  familiar 

Courtelie  did  he  carefs  the  Rabble? 

What  reverence  did  he  throw  away  on  Slaves . 

Off  goes  his  Bonnet  to  an  Oyfterwench, 

A Brace  of  Dray-men  bid  God  fpeed  him  well 
And  had  the  Tribute  of  his  fupple  mice. 

Then  (hakes  a Shoo-maker  by  the  waxt  Thumbs, 

With  thanks  my  Country -men,  my  Friend.myBr  s, 

Then  comes  a Peal  of  fighs  woudknocka  Church  down, 

Roguery,  mechanick  Roguery ! rank  Trealon  • 

Gaunt . My  ficknefi  grows  upon  me,  letmehig  er. 

Tori  Villany  takes  its  time,  all  goes  worfe  and  worfe  in  Irela*d, 
Rebellion  is  there  on  the  Wing,  and  here  in  the  Egg  s yet  Ml 
the  Court  dances  after  the  French  Pipe,  Eternal  Apes  of  Vanity  . 
Mutiny  Birring,  Difcipline  alleep,  Knaves  in  Office,  alls  wrongs 
make  much  of  your  Sicknefs  Brother : if  it  be  Mortal,  us  worth  a 

^^gI/I^How  happy  Heav’n  were  my  approaching  death 
Cou’d  my  laft  words  prevail  upon  the  King, 

Whofe  eafie  gentle  Nature  has  expos  d 
His  unexperienc’d  Y outh  to  flatterers  frauds  > 

Yet  at  this  hour,  I hope  to  bend  his  Ear 
To  Councel,  for  the  Tongues  of  dying  men 

Enforce  attention  like  deep  Harmony : . T 

Where  words  arefcarce,  th’arefeldom  fpcnt  inVain, 

For  they  breath  Truth,  that  breath  their  Words  in  Pain. 

Enter  King  Queen,  Northumberland,  Rofs,  Willoughby, 
Pier-eye,  &c.  With  Guards  and  Attendants. 


ghtetn.  How  fares  our  Noble  Uncle  Lancaster  . 
Kino.  How  ist  with  aged  Gaunt  > , , 

Gaunt.  Agdasyour  Highnefs  fays,  and  Gaunt  indeed. 


Gaunt 
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n mnt  asa  Grave  whofe  Womb  holds  nought  but  Bones, 
Kim  Can Tick  men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  Names  > 
G S.  Since  thou  c4  feek  to  kill  my  Name  m me, 

1 r ,u«» 

Gaunt.  Now  he  that  made  me  knows  I fee  thee  ill. 

Thy  death-bed  is  no  lefs  than  the  whole  Land, 

Whereon  thou  ly’ftin  Reputation  lick. 

Yet  hum  don  by  a malignant  late 

Commit  ft  thy  annoynted  Body  to  theCu^  ? 

Of  thofe  Phyfttians  that  firft  Poyfond  thee  . 

Upon  thy  Youth  a Swarm  of  flatterers  hang 
And  with  their  fulfome  weight  are  daily  found 
To  bend  thy  yielding  Glories  to  the  ground. 

T Kim.  Judge  Heav’n  how  poor  a thing  is  Majefty, 

Be  thou  thy  felf  the  Judge,  when  thou- tick  If## 
Prefuming  on  an  Agues  Pnviledge 

Oaf  ft  with  thy  Frozen  admonition, 

Sake  Pale  our  Cheek,  but  I excufe  thy  vveaknefs. 

Gault.  Think  not  the  Ryot  of  your  Court  can  laft, 
Tho  fed  with  the  dear  Life  blood  of  your  Realms, 

For  vanity  at  laft  preys  ol  it  feu. 

This  Earth  of  Majefty,  this  feat  ofM^ 

Tr-  jrnrtrefs  built  by  Nature  m the  Floods, 

U Soulupon’t. 

Old  Gaunt  is  hearty  m his  wifttes  for 
And  what  he  fpeaks,  is  out  of  honeft  Zeal, 

And  tho  thy  Anger  prove  to  me  as  Mortay 
As  is  to  him  this  licknefs,  yet  hunt  Tori 
Muft  Eccho  to  his  words  and  cry. 

Thou  art  abus’d  ana  flatter  d. 

King.  Gentle  Uncle,  * 

Excufe  the  falliesofmy  youthful  Blood, 
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I know  y are  Loyal  both  and  mean  ns  well. 

Nor  (hall  webeunmindful  to  redrefs, 

( However  difficult)  our  States  corruption, 

And  purge  the  Vanities  that  Crown'd  our  Court. 

Gaunt.  My  gracious  Liege  your  Pardon,  this  bold  duty, 

Was  all  that  ftood  betwixt  my  Grave  and  me, 

Your  Sycophants  bred  from  your  Child-hood  with  you, 

Have  fuch  advantage  had  to  work  upon  you, 

That  fcarce  your  failings  can  be  call'd  your  faults  s 
Now  to  Heav’ns  care  and  your  own  Piety, 

I leave  my  facred  Lord,  and  may  you  have 
In  life  that  peace  that  waits  me  in  the  Grave. 

King.  Thanks  my  good  Uncle,  bear  him  to  his  Bed,  [Exit  Gaunt. 
Attend  him  well,  and  if  a Princes  Prayers 
Have  more  than  common intcreft  with  Heavn, 

Our  Realm  fhallyet  enjoy  hishoneft  Councel. 

And  now  my  Souldiers  for  our  Irifh  Wars, 

We  muft  fupprefi  thefe  rough  prevailing  Kerns, 

That  live  like  Venom,  where  no  Venom  elfe 
But  only  they  have  priviledg  to  live. 

But  firft  our  Uncle  Gaunt  being  indifpos’d, 

We  do  create  his  Brother  both  in  Blood 
And  Loyalty  our  Uncle  Tor 4, 

Lord  Governour  of  England,  in  our  abfence 
Obferve  me  Lords,  and  pay  him  that  refpeft 
Y ou  give  our  Royal  Prefence.  [Enter  Northumberland. 

North.  My  Liege  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your  Highnefi. 

King.  What  fays  our  Uncle  ? 

North.  Nothing  } all  is  faid. 

His  Tongue  is  now  a ftringlefs  inftrument, 

But  call'd  on  your  lov'd  name  and  bleft  you  dying. 

King.  The  ripeft  fruit  falls  firft  and  fb  doe's  He, 

Hiscourfeisdone,  our  Pilgrimage  to  come, 

So  much  for  that  5 return  we  to  our  War 
And  caufe  our  Coffers  with  too  great  a Court 
And  liberal  Largefs,  are  grown  fomewhat  Light: 

Preft  with  this  exigence,  we  for  a time 
Do  feize  on  our  dead  Uncles  large  Revenues 
In  Herford's  abfence. 

Tor\  O my  Liege  pardon  me  if  you  pleafe,  if  not,  I pleafe  not 

to 
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to  be  pardon'd,  fpare  to  feize  the  Royalties  and  Rights  of  banifht 
Her  ford,  I fear  already  he’s  too  apt  t'engage  againft  your  Power, 
and  thefe  proceedings  will  give  countenance  and  growth  to  his 
Defigns,  forbear  to  draw  fuch  Dangers  on  your  Head. 

King.  Be  Heav’n  our  judge  we  mean  him  nothing  fowl 
But  (hortly  will  with  intereft  reftore 

The  Loan  ourfudden  ftreights  make  neceffary. 

Weep  not  my  Love  nor  drown  with  boding  Tears, 

Our  fpringing  Conqueft,  bear  our  abfence  well, 

Nor  think  that  I have  joy  to  part  with  Thee, 

Tho  never  vacant  Swain  in  filent  Bowers, 

Cou’d  boaft  a paffion  fo  fincere  as  mine. 

Yet  where  theint’reftof  the  Subjeft  calls, 

We  wave  thedeareft  Tranfports  of  our  Love 
Flying  from  Beauty’  Arms  to  rugged  War  , 

Confidence  our  firft,  and  Thou  our  fecond  Care.  [ Exeunt . 

NLinent,  Morthumberland , Piercy , Rof,  Willoughby. 

North.  Well  Lords,  the  Duke  of  Battcaller  is  dead. 

Will.  And  living  too  if  Juftice  had  her  right, 

¥ or  Her  ford  then  were  more  than  a bare  Name, 

Who  now  fucceeds  departed  Gaunt  in  nothing, 

But  in  his  mind’s  rich  Virtues,  the  Kings  pleas’d 
To  have  occafion  for  his  temporal  wealth/ 

O my  heart  fwells,  but  let  it  burft  with  filence, 

Ere  it  be  disburden’d  with  a liberal  tongue. 

Perc.  Now  rot  the  tongue  that  fcants  a Subjects  freedom, 

Loofers  at  leaft  are  privileagd  to  talk, 

And  who  accounts  not  Herfords  loofs  his  own 
Deferves  not  the  efteemof  Herford' s friend. 

There’s  none  of  us  here  prefen  t but  did  weep 
At  parting,  and  if  there  be  any  one 
Whole  tears  are  not  converted  now  to  fire 
He  isaCrocadile. 

North.  The  fate  of  Bullingbrooh^  will  foon  be  ours. 

We  hear  the  Tempeftfingyet  feek  no  fhelter, 

We  fee  our  wreck  and  yet  fecurely  perifh, 

Afure,  but  willful  Fate — for  had  ye  Spirits 
But  worthy  to  receive  it,  I cou’d  fay 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 


Pierci 
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Pierc.  Give  us  thy  thoughts  and  rate ’em  as  thou  wilt, 
Here’s  Blood  for’em,  but  point  usto  the  veins 
That  hold  the  richeft,  we  will  empty  thofe, 

To  purchafe  ’em. 

North.  Hold  generous  Youth. 

This  gallantry  unlocks  my  inmoft  Breft, 

Seizing  a fecret  clearer  than  my  heart. 

Attend  me  Lords,  I have  from  Port  le  Blanc 
This  very  day  receiv’d  intelligence, 

That  our  wrong’d  Herford  with  Lord  Ramold  Lob  ham, 
Sir  Thomas  Arpiugharn,  bold  Sir  John  Raintfon, 

Su  Robert  IVaterton , Quaint,  Norbery , 

With  eight  tall  Ships,  three  thoufand  men  in  Arms, 
Defign  with  fpeed  to  touch  our  Northei  n (hore, 

If  then  you  haveafpark  ofBritifh  glory, 

To  imp  our  drooping  Countries  broken  Wing, 

Toyn  hands  with  me  and  poll  to  Ravenjpurg. 

Rofs  Now  bufinefi  ftirs  and  life  is  worth  our  while. 
Will.  Nature  her  felfof  late  hath  broke  her  Order, 
Then  why  Ihould  we  continue  our  dull  Round? 

Rivers  themfelves  refufe  their  wonted  courfe. 

Start  wide  or  turn  on  their  own  Fountainheads; 

Our  Lawrels  all  are  blafted,  rambling  Meteors 
Affright  the  fixft  inhabitants  of  Heav’n. 

The  pale  fact  Moon  looks  bloody  on  the  Earth, 

And  lean-lookt  Prophets  whisper  dreadful  change. 

Pierc.  Away,  let’s  poft  to  th’  North,  and  feefor  once 
A Sun  rife  there;  the  glorious  Balling-brook. 

For  our  Return  will  not  pafs  a thought, 

For  if  our  Courtiers  paffage  bewithftood. 

We’ll  make  our  felves  a Sea  and  fail  in  Blood. 


Enter  Queen  Attended. 

Lady.  Defpair  not  Madam. 

Queen.  Who  fhall  hinder  me? 

I will  defpair  and  be  at  enmity, 

With  flattering  hope,  he  is  a Couzener, 

A Parafite,  a keeper  back  of  Death, 

That  wou’d  diffolve  at  once  our  pain  and  Lite,  . 
Which  lingring  hope  holds  long  upon  the  Rack; 
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Yet  Murders  at  the  laft  the  cruelTt  way. 

Lady . Here  comes  the  Duke.  [ Enter  York  and  Servants* 

Queen.  With  figns  of  War  about  his  aged  neck, 

And  full  of  careful  bufinels  are  his  looks. 

Tork.  Death  and  confufion ! oh ! fet  my  Corfleet  right,  fetch 

my  commanding  Sword : fcour  up  the  brown  Bills,  Arm,  Arm, 
Arm. 

Queen.  Now  Uncle  for  Heav’ns  fakefpeak  comfort. 

Tork.  Comforts  in  Heav’n,  and  we  are  on  the  Earth,  nothing  but 
crofles  on  this  fide  of  the  Moon } my  heart  ftews  inCholler,  I (hall 
difiblve  to  a Geliy.  That  your  Husband  fnouUhave  no  more  wit 
than  to  go  a Knight  Erranting  whilft  Rogues  feize  all  at  home,  and 
that  I fhou’d  have  no  more  wk  than  to  be  his  Deputy  at  fuch  a proper 
time:  to  undertake  to  fupport  a crazy  Government,  that  can 
fcarce  carry  my  own  Fat:  Well  Sirrah , have  you  given  my  Son 
orders  to  ftrengthen  his  Forces?  if  he  prove  a Flincher  too 

Gent . My  Lord  I know  not  how  he  ftands  affe&ed, 

Not  well,  I fear,  becaufe  at  my  Arrival 
He  was  withdrawn,  at  lead  pretended  fo 
So  that  Icou’d  not  give  him  your  Commands. 

Tork-  Why  fo  ? go  all  which  way  it  will,  the  Nobles  are  all  fled, 
and  hide  themfelves  like  my  ungiacious  Rafcal,  or  elfe  ffcrike  in 
with  the  Rebels  5 the  Commons  find  our  Exchequer  empty  and 
revolt  too,  and  a bleffed  bargain  I have  on  t. 

Queen.  Alafs  my  Bank  and  Jewels  are  difpos’d  off 
For  the  Kings  wants  already,  and  to  wait 
Till  frefil  recruits  come  from  our  Fathers  Court, 

I fear  will  lofe  our  Caufe. 

Tork*  Get  thee  to  Plajhy  to  my  Sifter  Gloffer, 

Her  Coffers  I am  fure are  ftrongly  lind, 

Bid  her  fend  me  prefen tly  50000.  Nobles. 

Hold take  my  Ring,  fly  if  thou  lovTt  thy  Head. 

Gent.  My  Lord  1 had  forgot  to  tell  you  that  to  day 
“•  JPafling  by  there  I was  inform’d — — 

But  I (hall  grieve  you  to  report  the  reft. 

Tork.  What  is  t Knave  ? 

Gent.  An  hour  before  I came  the  Dutches  Dysd, 

Her  Son  your  Nephew  ere  her  Blood  was  cold, 

Makes  all  fecure  and  flies  to  BuUingbrook. 

Tork-  Death  what  a tide  of  wpes  break  upon  us  at  once.  Per- 

D verfe 
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verfe  Woman  to  take  this  time  to  Die  in,  and  the  varlet  her  Son 
too  to  take  this  time  to  play  the  villain  in : wou’d  to  Heav’n  the 
King  had  cut  off  my  Head  as  he  did  my  Brothers,  Come  Sifter 
ICouzen  I would  fay,  pray  Pardon  me,  if  I know  how  to  or- 
der thefe  perplext  Affairs,  I am  a Sturgeon.  Gentlemen  go  Mu- 
fter  up  your  Men,  and  meet  me  at  Barkley  Grille.  I lhould  to 
Plafiie  too,  but  time  will  not  fuffer  5 the  Wind  s crofstoo,  and 
will  let  us  hear  nothing  from  Ireland , nor  boots  it  much,  u they 
have  no  better  News  for  us,  than  we  have  for  them.  All’s  wrong. 
Oh ! fie,  hot  ! hot  ! lExemt- 

SCENE  the  Third. 

The  Field , Flourifh  Enter. 

Bullingbrook',  Northumberland  , Piercy , and  the  Reft  with 

their  Powers. 

Bull.  And  thus  like  Seamen,  fcatter'd  in  a Storm 
Meet  w7e  to  Revel  on  the  fafer  Shore  5 
Accept  my  worthy  Friends,  my  deareft  thanks, 

For  yet  my  Infant  Fortunes  can  prelent 
Returns  no  Richer  but  when  thefe  are  Ripe,  - — ■ 

Forth.  Your  Prefence  was  the  Happinefs  we  fighd  for. 

And  now  made  Rich  in  that  we  leek  no  more. 

Enter  Rofs,  and  Willoughby. 

Ball.  My  Lords,  y’are  well  return’d,  what  News  from  Wales, 
We  hear  that  Salisbury  has  Levi’d  there 

Full  40000  on  the  Rings  behalf 

Rofs.  My  Lord,  that  Cloud’s  difperft,  the  Wellhmen  heating 

That  all  the  North  here  had  refign’d  to  you, 

Difperft  themfelves  and  part  are  hither  fled. 

Will.  Fortune  fo  Labours  to  Confirm  yourPowr 
That  all  Attempts  go  crofs  on  the  Enemies  fide. 

Enter  York  and  Servants. 

Bull.  But  fee  our  Uncle  TorE  corneas  I guefs 
To  Treat  with  us,  being  doubtful  of  his  ftrength, 

His  hot  and  teftie  humour  elfe  wou’d  nere 
Salute  us  but  with  Blows  5 be  ready  Guards 
When  I lhall  give  Command My  Noble  Uncle. 
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Tork.  Shew  me  thy  humble  Heart  and  not  thy  Knee, 
Whole  Duty’s  feigrfd  and  falfe. 

Bull.  My  Gracious  Uncle. 

Tork.  Tut,  tut,  Grace  me  no  Grace,  and  Uncle  me  no  Uncle, 
I am  no  Traytors  Uncle,  I renounce  thee, 

Why  have  thefe  banifht  and  forbidden  Feet 
Dar’d  once  to  touch  a Duft  of  Englifh  ground, 

But  more  then  why,  why  have  they  dard  to  march 
So  many  Miles  upon  her  Peaceful  Bofom, 

Frighting  her  pale-fact  Villages  with  War? 

Com’fl  thou  becaufe  th’annointed  King  is  hence, 

Why  gracelefs  Boy  the  King  is  left  behind 
And  in  my  Loyal  Bofom  lies  the  Power : 

Were  I but  now  the  Lord  of  fuch  hot  Youth, 

As  when  brave  Gaunt  thy  Father  and  my  Self 
Refcu’d  the  Blacky  Prince , that  young  Mars  of  Men, 

0 then  how  quickly  fhould  this  Arm  of  mine, 

(Now  Prisner  to  the  PalfieJ  Chaftife  thee, 

And  this  raw  Crew  of  hot-braind  Youth  about  thee? 

Your  Boys  (hould  have  Corre&ion,  much  Correftion. 

Bull.  Why  reverend  Uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault 
On  what  Condition  (lands  it  and  wherein? 

Tork.  Even  in  Condition  of  the  word  Degree, 

In  grofs  Rebellion  and  detefted  Treafon, 

Thou  art  a Banifht  Man  and  here  art  come. 

Before  the  Expiration  of  thy  time. 

In  braving  Arms  againft  thy  Sovereign. 

Bull.  As  I was  Banifht,  I was  Banifht  Herford, 

But  as  I come  I come  Tor  Lancafler , 

Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  Eye, 

You  are  my  Father,  for  methinks*  in  you, 

1 fee  Old  Gaunt  Alive  : O then  my  Father 
Will  you  permit  that  I {hall  (land  Condemnd 

^A  wandring  Vagabond,  my  Rights  and  Royalties 
Snatcht  from  my  Hand  perforce  and  giv’n  away 
To  up-ftart  Unthrifts?  wherefore  was  I Born? 

If  that  my  Coufen  King,  be  King  of  England , 

It  muff  be  granted  I am  Duke  of  Lancaster , 

Tork.  Thy  words  are  all  as  falfe  as  thy  Intents, 

The  King  but  for  the  Service  of  the  State, 

D 2 
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Has  Borrow’d  thy  Revenue  for  a time, 

And  Pawn’d  to  me  his  Honour  to  repay  it, 

Which  I as  Gaunt  Executour  allow’d. 

Bull.  Then  Uncle  lam forry  you  have  drawn  the  Guilt  on  your 
own  head,  and  that  of  Courfe  Juftice  muft  fall  there  too ; we  muft 
Commit  you  to  our  Guards  Cuftody. 

Tork.  Perfidious  Villain, 

Now  he  that  has  a Soul  give  me  a Sword ! 

And  fince  my  Followers  are  too  few  to  Engage, 

Give  but  this  Villain  here  and  me  a Ring, 

And  if  you  do  not  feeaTraytor  Cudgelld, 

As  a Vile  Traytoi:  Ihould,  I’ll  give  ye  leave 
To  hang  my  Brawn  i’th’  Sun. 

North.  The  Duke  has  fworn  he  comes  but  for  his  own. 

And  in  that  Claim  we  all  refolve  to  Affift  him. 

Tork-  What  lays  Northumberland  > thou  rev’rend  Rebel 
Think  what  a Figure  makes  thy  Beard  amongft 
This  Callow  Crew  $ allow  that  he  were  wrong’d,  , 

As  on  the  Rings  Faith  and  mine  he  is  not. 

Yet  in  this  kind  to  come  with  threatning  Arms, 

To  Compafs  right  with  wrong,  it  may  not  be-$ 

And  you  that  do  abet  him  in  this  fort 

Fr om  the  hoar  d Head  to  the  raw  beardlels,  Chin, 

Cherifh  Rebellion,  and  are  Rebels  all. 

Bull.  We  have  not  leifure  to  debate  j ftrike  Drums. 

Tork.  Now  the  Villains  Curfe  light  on  thee,  and  if  thou  doft 
feizethe  Crown,  may  ft  thou  be  more  Plagu’d  with  being  Ring, 
than  I am  with  being  Deputy.. 


SCENE  the  Fourth. 


Enter  Rabble]  A Shoemaker,  Farrier,  Weaver,  Tanner,  Mercer. 

Brewer,  Butcher,  Barber,  and  infinite  others  with 
a Confufed  No.iJe. 


i.  Silence  hea  l I Revelation  Stitch  Command  Silence. 

/[II  Peace  hoa  ! 

i Am  I not  Nobly  Defcended  and  Honourably  Born  ? 

2;  Right,  the  Field  is  Honourable,  and  there  was  he  Born  un- 
der a Hed  ge. 


Uo.„. 
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King  l^ichard we  'Second. 

i.  Have  I not  born  Commiflion  with  Watt  Tyler  (witnefs  our 
luminary  loft  in  that  Service)  and  was  I not  prefident  at  Jac^ 
Straws  Councel,  to  kill  all  the  Nobility  and  Clergy  j but  the 
Fryers  mendicant,  that  in  our  Reign  wou’d  foon  have  ftarv’d 
■ out  o’th’  way? 

AU.  Hum ! hum  ! hem  ! 

1.  What  place  then  do  ourguifts  defereatfuch  a feafon,  where 
the  temporal  King  is  abfent  and  Ufurpers  invade  ? 

2.  Why,  itbehoveth  thee  to  take  unto  thee  a good  Confcience, 
and  make  thy  felf  King. 

1.  Simon  Shuttle,  I never  lik’t  thy  Politicks,  our  meaneft  Bre- 
thren pretend  to  the  fpirit  of  Governing,  our  Talent  is  to  go- 
vern the  Governour  therefore  as  Bullingbrook  (hall  approve 
himfelf  to  our  liking,  we  will  fix  him  upon  the  laft  of  the  Go- 
vernment, or  caft  him  out  amongft  the  {hreds  and  (havings  of 

the  Common-wealth.  • - 

4.  But  pray  Neighbour,  what  is  this  fame  Common -wealth  ? 

9.  You  may  fee  it  at  Smithfield  all  the  Fair-time,  ’tis  the  Butt  End 
of  the  Nation. 

5.  Peace  hea  ! hear  Mafter  Revelation  expound  it. 

1’  Why  the  Common-wealth  is  a-Kin  to  your-a-republick,  like 
Man  and  Wife,  the  very  fame  thing,  only  the  Common-wealth  is 
the  Common-wealth  and  the  Republick  is  the  Republick. 

2.  What  an  excellent  Spirit  of  knowledge  is  here?  > 

9.  Wee’l  have  no  more  Bill's  nor  Bonds,  but  all  (hall  be  reduct 

to  the  Score  and  Tally.  _ 

4.  NoPhyfick,but  what  (hallbeadmimfterd  in  a Horn. 

5.  We’l  have  Priviledges  taken  off,  and  all  forts  compell’d  to  pay 

their  Debts.  1 

7.  I except  agninft  that,  I would  rather  break,  than  have  gentle- 
men out  of'  my  debt  ^ it  gives  us  priviledg  of  being  Sawcy  : how 
a re  we  fain  to  cringe  ’till  we  have  got  them  into  our  Bookstand  then  I 
warrant  we  can  cock  up  with  the  beft  of  ’em.  I hate  mortally  to 
- be  paid  off,  it  makes  a min  fucha  fneaking  Rafc'ak 
1.  We  will  have  ftriet  and  wholfom  Laws — — 

6.  La  tvs,  Strict  Laws,  fo  will  there  be  no  mifehief  done,  and  our 
Profeffion  ftarve.  I’ll  ha’  no  Laws. 

Others,  no  Laws,  no  Laws,  no  Laws.  - 

Others , Laws,  Laws,  Laws.  i hey  Scuffle. 

1.  Hark,  Bullingbrook  approaches,  put  your  dives  in  pollute. 
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and  Sovv-gelder,  wind  me  a ftrong  Blaft  to  return,  their  Comple- 
ment. 

Flourifh  here.']  Enter  Bullingbrook  with  his  Army. 

North.  Behold  my  Lord  an  Object  ftrangeandfuddain, 

The  Rabble  up  in  Arms  to  mock  your  pow’rs, 

As  once  the  Indian  Apes  are  laid  to  have  done 
To  Alexanders  Army. 

Pierc.  Death  my  Lord. 

Permit  me  play  for  once  the  Scavinger, 

And  fweep  this  Dirt  out  of  your  way. 

Bull.  Gently  my  valiant  Piercy. 

Rage  is  the  proper  weapon  of  thefe  Bruits, 

With  which  tis  odds,  they  foil  us,  Rainjlon  gotoem, 

Befpeak ’em  fair,  and  know  what  caus  d this  Tumult, 
i.  Oh  an  envoy!  know  ofhim  his  Quality. 

4.  ’Tis Sir  John  Rainfton,\hwe  wrought  for  him. 

1.  Down  on  thy  knee  =,  now  (becaufe  we  will  obferve  Decorums 
of  State)  rife  up  Sir  John  Drench  and  Treat  with  him. 

Bull.  Hold  Rain  Son,  we  will  treat  with 'em  inperfon, 

For  in  their  looks  I read  a fober  judgment, 

All  carefull  to  preferve  the  publick  weal, 

Chiefly  this  awful  man,  to  whofe  grave  Cenfure 
We  do  refer  the  jufticeofour  Arms. 

2.  Goodly!  what  a gracious  perfon  he  is. 

Bull.  I weep  for  joy,  to  fee  fo  brave  a fpirit, 

So  jealous  of  your  Liberty  and  Rights. 

Truft  me  my  Countrymen,  my  Friends,  my  Brothers, 

’Tis  worthy  of  the  fame  the  world  affords  you, 

And  that  curft  Limb  that  ftirsagainft  your  Priviledges, 

Why,  let  it  Rot,  tho’  it  were  this  right  hand. 

All.  A BullingbrookJ  a Bullingbrook!  Sec. 

Bull.  Mifiakc  not  my  dear  Countrymen  our  purpofe, 

You  think  perhaps  caufewe  are  now  arriv  d, 

With  formal  Arms,  in  abfence  of  the  Ring, 

That  we  take  this  occafion  to  llfurp, 

Alas  we  harbour  no  fuch  foul  defign.  , . , 

1.  How’s  that?  notufurp?  hear  ye  that  Neighbours,  he  refu- 

^ Others  Fall  on  then,  h ’ not  for  our  turn,  down  with  him. 


TG/^TCicHarB  the  Second.  2^ 

1.  Sir,  we  fhall  give  you  to  underftand  that  we  want  a Ufurper, 
and  if  you  refufe  to  ufurp  you  are  aTraytor,  and  fo  we  put  our 
fclves  in  Battail  array. 

Bull.  Yet  hear  me what  you  mean  by  Ufurpation, 

I may  miftake,  and  beg  to  be  informd. 

If  it  be  only  to  afcend  the  Throne, 

To  fee  that  juftice  has  a liberal  courfe, 

In  needful  Wars  to  lead  you  forth  to  Conqueft, 

And  then  difmrfs  you  laden  home  with  Spoils  5 
If  you  mean  this , I am  at  your  difpofal, 

And  for  your  profit  am  content  to  take 
The  burden  of  the  State  upon  my  hands. 

All,  A Bullwgbroo^  a Bullingbrook^  &c. 

1.  One  word  of  caution  Friend, be  not  Chicken-hearted, but  pluck 
up  a Spirit  for  the  work  before  thee  3 it  was  revealed  to  me  that  now 
there  fhould  arife  a Son  of  Thunder,  a fecond  Tyler  ~ — and  I am 
refolvd  the  vifion  fhall  not  Lie 3 therefore  I fay  again  pluck  up  a 
Spirit  3 otherwife  I fhall  difcharge  my  Confcience  and  ufurp  my 
Self  r J 

BulLFnends  think  me  not  made  offucheafiephlegm, 

That  I can  timely  pocket  wrongs  3 if  fo 
Why  come  I thus  in  Arms  to  feek  my  Right? 

No  firs,  to  give  you  proof  xhttBullingbroo!^ 

Can  do  bold  juftice,  here  ftands  one  Example  ; 

This  bold  prefumerthat  dares  call  in  queftion. 

The  courage  of  the  Man  you  choofe  for  Ring, 

Shall  die  for  his  Offence,  Guards  hang  him  up. 

1.  Why  Neighbours  will  ye  thus  give  up  your  Light?  who  fhall 
reveal  to  ye,  to  fave  you  from  the  Poyfon  of  the  Whore  and  the 
Horns  of  the  Beaft. 

2.  He  Had  no  Vifion  to  foretelthis,  therefore  deferves  Hanging 

for  being  a falfe  Prophet.  5 * 

Bull . Thus  as  a Ruler,  juftice  bids  me  doom, 

% But  for  my  private  part  I weep  to  think 
That  Blood  fhou’d  be  the  Prologue  to  my  Reign. 

4.  Good  Prince  he  weeps  for  him!  Neighbour  Revelation  de- 
partin  peace.  For  thy  honour  it  will  be  recorded  that  Bullingbrooh^ 
was  Crown  d and  thou  hang’d  all  on  a Day. 

1.  What  a fpirit  of  delufion  lias  feiz’d  y.e?  why  thus  will  this 
rav  nous  Storck  devour  ye  all ! do,  do,  deliver  me  to  the  Gibbet, and 

let 
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let  the  next  turn  be  yours,  thus  (hall  thefe  Nobility  Rafcals  hold 
you  in  Slavery,  feize  vour  Houles  over  your  heads,  hang  your  Sons 
and  ravifh  your  Daughters. 

All,  Say  ye  fo?  they  muft  excufe  us  for  that : fall  on  Neighbors. 
A 'Refcue,  a Refeue,  &c. 

Bull.  Hold  Gentlemen,  if  Lhave  done  ye  wrong, 

The  fault  is  mine  and  let  mefuffer  for’t  5 
But  be  not  thus  injurious  to  your  felves, 

To  fling  your  naked  Breads  on  our  Swords  points. 

Alas  it  will  not  be  within  my  Pow’r, 

To  lave  ye,  when  my  Troops  are  once  enrag’d. 

Therefore  give  up  this  vile  Incendiary, 

Who  as  you  fee,  to  lave  his  mifcreant  Life, 

Seeks  to  expofe  all  yours truft  me  I weep 

To  think  that  I muft  loofe  a Member but 

Let  juftice  have  its  courfe. 

All. , Ay,  ay,  Let  juftice  have  if  s courfe,  hang,  hang  him  up. 

A Bullingbrook L,  a Bullingbrook,  a Bullingbrook^,  8cc, 

Exeunt. 
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ACT  the  Third. 

SCENE  the  Firft. 

Enter  King  Richard,  Aumerle,  Carlile,  &c.  Souldiers. 

King.  Arkluy-Caftle , call  you  this  at  hand  ? 

Aum.  The  fame  my  Lord,  how  brooks  your  Grace  the  Air, 

After  long  toffing  on  the  breaking  Seas. 

King.  Needs  muft  I like  if  well,  I weep  for  joy 
To  ftand  upon  my  Kingdom  once  again, 

Dear  Earth  Ido  falute  thee  with  my  Hand, 

Tho’  Rebells  wound  thee  with  their  Horfes  hoofs  5 
Feed  not  thy  Sov’raigns  foes  my  gentle  earth, 

Nor 
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King  Richard  the  Second. 

Nor  with  thy  fragrant  lweets  refrefh  their  fenfe, 

With  Thorns  and  Brambles  Choak  their  Treacherous  way  5 
And  when  they  ftoop  to  Rob  thee  of  a Flow’r, 

Guard  it  I pray  thee  with  a lurking  Adder  ! 

Serpents  with  Serpents  fitly  will  engage . 

Mock  not  my  fenfelefs  Conjuration  Lords, 

This  Earth  lhall  have  a feeling,  and  thefe  Stones 
Rife  Souldiers  Arm’d  before  their  Native  King, 

Shall  falter  under  foul  Rebellious  Arms. 

Carlile.  Doubt  not  my  Lord,  the  Conduct  and  the  Courage 
With  which  you  have  fuppreft  one  Rebel  Crew, 

Will  Crown  your  Temples  with  frefh  Lawrells  here  5 
How  have  we  elfe  Employ’d  our  abfent  time 
But  Practifing  the  way  to  Victory. 

Aum.  I fear  my  Lord  that  we  are  too  remils 
Whilft  BitUingbrookj. hrough  our  fecurity. 

Strengthens  himfelf  in  fubftance  and  in  Friends. 

King.  Delponding  Coufindoft  thou  notconfider 
That  when  the  fearching  Eye  of  Heav’n  is  hid. 

Then  Thieves  and  Robbers  do  fecurely  Range, 

Alarm  with  Cryes  of  Murther  ftarting  fleep, 

And  fill  with  Out-rages  the  guilty  Shades, 

But  when  the  Day’s  difcov’ring  Rays  return. 

Firing  the  proud- tops  of  the  Eaftern  Pines, 

And  dart  their  Lightnings  through  each  Guilty  Nook 
Then  Murders,  Treafons,  and  detefted  Crimes, 

Difmantled  from  the  Cloak  of  Night,  ftand  bare, 

And  Tremble  at  their  own  Deformity! 

So,  when  this  Thief  Night-rev’ling  Bnllingbrook^ 

Shall  fee  our  Beams  of  Majefty  return’d. 

His  Treafons  fhall  fit  blulhing  on  his  Face, 

Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  Day. 

Carl.  Not  all  the  Waters  of  th’unfathom’d  Sea 
■ Can  wafh  the  Balm  from  an  Annointed  King. 

' ’ King.  Movewefecure  then  in  our  Royal  Right, 

To  th’ Tray  tors  Executions,  not  to  Fight. 

YJOiXCHtZf* 

E SCENE. 
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SCENE  The  Second.  A Carden. 

Queen  Dutches  of  York,  and  other  Ladies. 

Queen.  Our  Uncle  Turk’s  delay  brings  frcfh  fufpition,  - 
That  we  are  Pris’ners  in  a larger  Chain , 

Befides  I fear  that  our  Intelligence 

Is  Smooth’d  and  Tamper’d  ere  it  reach  our  Ear. 

Dutch.  Our  Servants  wear  a doubtful  Countenance, 

Struck  with  a gen'ral  fear  whilft  they  obferve 
Frefh  Prodigies  ftart  forth  with  ev’ry  Hour. 

The  frighted  Springs  retreat  to  Earth  agen, 

The  Seafons  change  their  Courfes,  as  the  Year 
Had  found  fome  Months  afleep  and  leapt  them  over. 

Qu.  Here  come  the  Gardiners  5 let  us  ftep  afide, 

They’l  talk  of  State,  for  every  one  do’s  fo 

Before  a Change,  and  dulleft  Animals 

Have  oft  the  earlieft  fenfe  of  Alterations.  ; 

Enter  Gardiner  and  Servant. 

Gard.  Support  thofe  Vines,  and  Bind  t’nofe  Peaches  up. 

Then  like  an  Executioner 

Cut  off  the  Heads  of  Sprigs  that  grow  too  faft. 

And  look  too  lofty  in  our  Commonwealth, 

All  muft  be  even  in  our  Government. 

But  now  we  fpeak  of  Execution, 

2.  Are  Bujhie  Green  and  th’  Earl  of  Wittjhire  Dead? 

Serf.  By  BitUingbrook’s  Command  they  have  loft  their  Heads  5 
The  King  is  Landed,  but  it  feems  too  late 
To  Head  the  Forces  rais’d  by  Salisbury 
Who  had  difperft  themfelves  ere  he  arriv’d. 

Qu.  Then  all  our  fears  are  true,  we  are  betray  d. 

Dutch..  Patience  dear  Madam,  we  may  get  hear  further; 

S'erv.  Think  you  the  King  will  be  depos’d  ? 

Gard.  Depreft  he  is  already,  and ’tis  fear’d 
His  fortune  will  decline  from  bad  to  worfe, 

Do  what  we  can,  you  fee  our  Lawrels  wither, 

Our  Sun-flowers  all  are  blafted,  ftreamsrun  backward, 

Thefe  Prodigies  forbode  fome  dreadful  change, 

’ ’Tis  thought  at  laft  the  King  will  be  .depos’d. 

° Queen. 


King  Richard  the  Second. 

Queen.  Tm  preft  to  death  with  filence boding 

More  fenfelefs  then  the  Plants  or  Earth  thou  tend’d, 
Darft  thou  divine  the  downfall  of  a King? 

Old  Adams  likenelsfet  todrefs  this  Garden, 

What  Eve,  what  Serpent  hasfeduc’d  thy  foul, 

To  prophefie  thisfocond  fall  of  Man? 

Gard.  Pardon  me  Madam,  little  joy  have  I 
To  breath  this  News,  but  fear  you  11  find ’em  true. 

Queen.  Come  Ladies,  let  uspoft  to  meet  the  King, 
This  Scretch-Owl  yet  amongft  his  bodingcries. 

Has  fung  the  glad  news  of  the  Kings  Arrival  ! 

Which  otherwife  we  were  forbid  to  know j 
Thou  fear’d  left  York,  fliou'd  meet  with  Bujhies  Fate, 
Sufpend  thy  Tears,  the  heavy  time  may  come, 

That  thou  wilt  blufh  to  foe  thy  York,  alive  $ 
if  Richard  fall,  Vis  Treafon  to  ifurvive. 


V 

Peazant, 


Exeunt 


S CENE  the  Third.  J Heath. 

King,  Aumerle,  Carlile , Souldiers. 

King.  Command  a hault,  we  will  a while  refrefh, 

Our  fultry  March,  a cool  breez  fanns  this  Air . 

The  laft  exprefles  we  receiv’d  from  Wales,  ■ 

Spoke  of  full  20000  fighting  men, 

Did  it  not  Lords? 

A a iv.  And  fome  odd  Troops  befides. 

King.  Nor  will  our  Uncle  York, be  negligent. 

To  mufter  up  what  Force  he  can, 

Sure  we  (hall  blufh  my  Lords,  at  our  own  ftrength. 

Heaping  fuch  numbers  for  fo  juft  a caufo. 

Aum.  Sir,  doubt  not  but  the  active  Foe  will  find 
Bufinefs  enough  t’employ  our  outmoft  Numbers.  Enter  Salkbnry , 
I fear  me  we  (hall  more  want  Hands  than  Work. 

->  ^ King.  See  Coufen  who  comes  here,  i’ th  ’very  Minute 
To  dear  thy  doubts,  our  trufty  Salisbury. 

Welcome  my  Lord,  how  far  off  lies  your  Power? 

Sal.  My  gracious  Lord,  no  farther  off  nor  nearer 
Then  this  weak  Arm,  difeomfort  guides  my  tongue, 

Ar  d bids  me  fpeak  of  nothing  but  defpair. 

I fear  my  noble  Lord  one  day  too  late, 

E 2 Has 
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Has  clouded  all  your  happy  days  on  earth! 

O call  back  yefterday,  bid  time  return, 

Thou  (halt  have  20000  Fightingmen, 

To  day  to  day  ! one  lucklefs  day  too  late, 

O’rethrows  thy  Friends,  thy  Fortune  and  thy  State; 

Our  Welchmen  Miff-inform  d that  you  were  dead, 

Are  gone  to  Bullingbrook „ difperft  and  fled. 

Aunt.  Comfort  my  Liege,  why  looks  your  Grace  lo  pale? 
King.  But  now  the  blood  of  20000  men. 

Did  triumph  in  my  Face  and  they  are  fled. 

Have  I not  reafon  think  you  to  look  pale  ? 

My  Fortune  like  a wife  that  has  arriv’d 
The  hardnefs  to  have  once  prov’d  open  falie. 

Will  fet  no  Limits  to  her  treach’rys  now : 

But  turn  to  every  upftart  that  will  court  her. 

Now  all  that  will  be  fafe  fly  from  my  fide. 

For  time  hasfetablaftupon  my  Pride. 

Aunt.  My  Liege  remember  who  you  are. 

King.  I had  forgot  my  felf,  am  I not  King . 

Awake  thou  fluggardMajefty  thou  fleeptt ! 


[ Enter  Scroop . 


Is  not  the  Kings  name  40000  natnes,  • 

Arm,  arm  my  Name ! a puny  Subject  ftrikes 
At  thy  great  glory ! look  not  to  the  ground 

Ye  favourites  of  a King; 

See  Salisbury,  our  hafty  Scroop  brings  Balm 
Tofalve  the  Wound  thy  piercing  tidings  gave. 

Come  on  thou  trufty  Souldier;  oh  draw  near. 

Thou  never  (hew’dft  thy  felf  more  feafonably, 

Not  when  the  flying  Battle  thou  haft  turnd,  . 

And  from  the  hands  ofConqueft  fore  t the  Day. 

Scroop.  More  health  and  happmefs  befall  my  Liege, 

Then  mveare-burdend  Tongue  has  to  deliver 

King.  How’s  that  ? I charge  thee  on  thy  Soul  (peak  comfort. 
Ha!  wilt  thou  not  fpeak  Comfort?  then  (peak  Truth. 

My  ear  is  open  and  my  heart  prepar  d, 

Theworft  thoucanft  unfold  is  worldly  lols. 

Say,  is  my  Kingdom  loft?  why  ’twasmy  Care;. 

And  what  lofs  is  it  to  be  rid  of  Care? 

Strives  Bullingbrook  to  be  as  great  as  we? 

If  Heav’n  approve  his  hopes,  why  let  em  thrive . 
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King  Richard  the  second. 

Revolt  our  Subjefks  ? that  we  cannot  mend. 

To  Heav’nthey  firft  were  falfe  and  then  to  us! 

Then  give  thy  heavy  heart  as  heavy  fpeech. 

Cry  Woe,  Deftru&ion,  Ruin,  Lofs,  Decay, 

The  worft  is  Death,  and  Death  will  have  his  Day.  ^ 
Scroop.  I’m  glad  to  find  your  Highnefs  fo  prepar’d, 

Like  a fierce  fudden  Storm  that  fwellsthe  Floods, 

As  if  the  world  were  all  diffolv'd  to  Tears, 

So  rages  BaUingbrook i above  his  bounds, 

Cov’ring  the  fearful  Land  with  clafhing  Arms  5 
Old  Sires  have  bound  their  hairlefs  Scalps  infteel. 

Boys  leave  their  fports  and  tune  their  tender  Pipes 
To  the  big  voice  of  War,  and  ftrut  in  Armours 
The  very  Beadfmen  learn  to  bend  their  Bows, 

The  very  Women  throw  their  Infants  by. 

Snatch  rufty  Bills  and  flock  to  the  mad  War, 

And  all  goes  worfe  than  I have  Power  to  tell. 

King.  Too  well,  alas,  thou  tell’fta  Tale  fo  111  1 
Where  is  the  Earl  of  Wiltjhire , BuJhie,Bagot  ? 

That  they  have  let  thefe  mifehiefs  fpread  fo  far. 

If  we  prevail  their  Heads  (hall  anfwer fort ! 

I warrant  they  have  made  peace  with  Bullingbrook- 
Scroop.  Peace  have  they  made  with  him  indeed. 

King.  Oh  Villains  Vipers,  damn’d  without  redemption . 
Dogs,  quickly  won  to  fawn  on  any  Comer, 

Snakes  in  my  Heartsblood  warm’d  to  fling  my  Heart, 
Wou’d  they  make  Peace?  eternal  Hell  make  War 
Upontheir  fpotted  fouls  for  this  Offence. 

Scroop.  Again  uncurfe  their  Souls,  their  Peace  is  made 
With  Heads  and  not  with  Hands,  thofe  whom  you  curfe 
Are  butcher’d  in  your  Caufe,  beheaded  all 
And  with  their  laft  breath  wiflit  your  Arms  fuccefs. 

Aunt.  Where  is  the  Duke  my  Father  with  his  Forces? 

, King.  No  matter  where  of  Comfort  no  man  fpeakj 
Let’s  talk  of  Graves,  of  Worms  and  Epitaphs, 

Make  Duft  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  forrow  on  thebofom  of  the  earth  1 
For  Heav’ns  fake  let’s  fit  upon  the  ground. 

And  tell  fad  ftories  of  the  Death  of  Rings, 

How  fome  have  been  depos’d,  fome  flain  in  War, 

/ I 


Some 
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Some  poyfondby  their  Wives,  feme  Oceping  kill’d 3 
All  murther’d : for  within  the  hollow  Crown 
That  rounds  the  mortal  Temples  ok  a King, 

Keeps  death  his  Court,  and  there  the  Antique  (Ls, 
Scoffing  his  State/  and  grinning  at  his  Pomp  ! 
Allowing  him  a Short  fiftitious  Scene, 

To  play  the  Prince,  be  fear’d,  and  kill  with  looks, 
Till  fwelfd  with  vain  conceit  the  flatter  d thing 


Believes  himielf  immortal  as  a God  5 
Then  to  the  train  fate’s  Engineer  lets  fire, 

Blows  up  his  pageant  Pride  and  fareweilKing. 

Cover  your  heads  and  mock  not  flefh  and  biood, 

With  folemn  reverence,  throw  away  Relpeft, 

Obeyfance,  Form  and  Ceremonious  Duty, 

For  you  have  but  miftook  me  all  this  while, 

I live  with  bread  like  you,  feel  Wants,  taft  Grief, 
Therefore  am  I no  King,  or  a King  nothing. 

Axm.  Give  to  the  Foe  my  Lord,  this  cold  defpair. 

No  worfe  can  come  of  Fight,  of  Death  much  better. 

My  Fathers  Troops  are  firm  let’s  joyn  with  them, 

And  manage  wifely  that  laft  flake  oth  War, 

Want’s  crait  can  make  a body  of  a limb. 

Kivg.  You  chide  me  well,  proud  BnUingbrook L I come, 
To  change  blows  with  thee  for  our  day  of  Doom, 

This  Ague-fit  of  fear  is  overblown, 

An  eafie  task  it  is  to  win  our  own } 

Say,  Scroop , where  lies  our  Uncle  with  his  Pow’r  ? 

My  fir’d  heart  now  longs  for  the  fatal  hour.  ^ 

Scroop.  Men  by  the  Skies  complexion  judge  the  day, 
So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heavy  eye, . 

Find  that  my  tongue  brings  yet  a heavier  Talc, 

I play  the  Torturer  by  fmall  and  fmail  ! ^ 

Your  Unde  Tori  treating  with  BuUtngbrooK, 

Was  feiz’d;by  him,andsftill  keptclofe  Confin’d, 

So  that  the  ftrength  which  he  was  muftring  up, 

Is  quaftandcometo  nought. 

King.  Thou  haft  faid  enough, 

Befhrew  thee  Coufin  that  didft  lead  me  forth 
Of  that  fweet  I was  in  to  defpair ! 

What  fay  ye  now?  what  comfort  have  ye  now  ? 


King  R ichard  the  Second. 

By  Heavn  I’ll  hate  himeverlaftingly, 

That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more  f 


Enter  Queen,  Dutchefs,  Ladies  and  Attendants. 

Now  by  defpair  my  Queen  and  her  fair  train! 

Come  to  congratulate  our  Victory, 

And  claim  the  triumph  we  at  parting  promis'd ; 

Go  tell  ’em  Lords,  what  feats  you  have  perform’d, 

And  if  ye  pleafe  tell  my  adventures  too, 

You  know  I was  no  Idler  in  the  War. 

Oh ! torture,  now  I feel  my  miferies  fting, 

And  this  appearance  ftrikes  me  dead  with  fhame 
Queen.  Welcome  my  Lord, 

This  minute  is  our  own,  and  I’ll  devote  it  all 
To  extafie,  the  Realm  receives  her  King, 

And  I my  Lover, thou  doft  turn  away ! 

Nor  are  they  tears  of  joy  which  thou  doft  fhed, 

I give  thee  welcome,  thou  reply’ft  with  fighs ! 

King.  What  language  (hall  my  bankrupt  fortunes  find. 

To  greet  fuch  Heavenly  excellence  as  thine? 

I promifs’d  thee  fuccefs  and  bring  thee  Tears ! 

O couldft  thou  but  devorce  me  from  thy  Heart! 

But  oh ! I know  thy  virtue  will  undue  thee, 

Thou  wilt  be  ftill  a faithful  conftant  Wife, 

Feel  all  my  Wrongs  and  fuffer  in  my  Fall? 

There  is  the  fting  and  venom  of  my  Fate, 

When  I (hall  think  that  I have  ruin’d  Thee. 

Queen.  I ask  no  more  my  Lord,  at  Fortunes  hands 

Then  priviledge  to  fuffer  for  your  fake  ! 

Who  wou’d  not  fhare  your  Grief  to  fhare  your  Love?*  - 

This  Kingdom  yet,  which  once  you  did  prefer 
To  the  worlds  fway,  this  Beauty  and  this  Heart 
Is  Richards  ftill,  millions  of  Loyal  thoughts 

\ ■>  Are  always  waiting  there  topay  you  homage. 

That  glorious  Empire  .yields' bh you  alone, 

N o BuUingbropk'&n  chafe  you  from  that  Throne. 

King.  We’ll  march  no  farther,  lead  to  th’  Caftie  here. 

y [Exeunt 
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SC  E ISLE  the  Fourth.  A Caftle. 

Flourilh.  Enter  Bullingbrook,  York,  Northumberland,  Piercy, 
Willoughby,  &c. 

North.  The  News  is  very  fair  and  good  My  Lord, 

Richard  within  this  Fort  has  hid  his  head. 

York.  It  would  become  the  Lord  Northumberland 
To  fay  Ring  Richard , that  fo  good  a Ring 
Should  be  compell’d  to  hide  a (acre  d Head, 

And  Thou  have  leave  to  (hew  a Villains  Face . _ 

Bull.  Miftake  not  Uncle  farther  then  you  Ihou  d. 

Tork.  Talk  not  thou  Tray  tor  farther  then  thou  Ihoud  It. 

^ \hnUr  Kofs . 

Bull.  What  fay’ft  thou  Rojs)  will  not  this  Caftle  yield  ? 

Roll  My  Lord  the  Caftle  Royally  is  man’d 
Againft  your  entrance,  for  the  Ring  and  Queen 
But  newly  are  arriv’d  and  enter'd  there 
With  them  the  Lord  Aumerle,  Lord  Salisbury, 

Sir  Stephen  Scroop , befides  a Clergy-man 
Of  holy  rev’rence,  whom  I cannot  learn. 

North.  I know  him,  ’tis  the  Bilhopof  Carl  tie 

Bull.  Go  Northumberland,  through  the  ribs  of  this  Caftle, 

With  brazen  Trumpets  found  the  breath  ot  Parle, 

Say  thus that  Bullingbrook.  upon  his  knees 

Rifles  Ring  Richards  hands  with  true  allegiance. 

And  that  with  thoughts  of  Peace  he's  hither  come. 

Ev'n  at  his  feet  to  lay  his  Arms  and  Pow  r, 

Provided  his  Revenues  be  reftor  d, 

His  Baniflament  repeal’d  j let  this  be  granted 

Or  elfe  he  lufeth’ advantage  of  his  Power, 

And  lay  the  Summers  Duft  with  (how rs of  Blood:  • 

' Pinter  King  above  Aumerle,  Carhle,  Stc. 

But  fee  where  on  the  walls  he  do  s appear. 

As  do's  theblufhing  difcontented  dun. 

When  envious  Clouds  combine  to  (hade  his  Glory. 

WS  o my  dear  Liege,  Heav’n  guard  your  Majefty, 

’Fore  Heav’n,  my  old  heart  leaps  at  fight  of  you, 

Think  not  that  falfly  I gave  up  your  Pow  r, 

If  any  Villain  of  ’em  dares  to  lay  it, 


King  Richard  the  Second.  3 3 

I’le  call  that  Villain  Lyar  to  his  teeth,  a. 

He  is  a Rogue,  tho’  it  be  Bullmgbrook  j 

Lo,  here  I kneel,  and  pay  thee  Homage  as  a true 

Subject  fliou’d  before  the  Rebels  Faces. 

King.  Rife  York,  I know  thy  truth,  and  pity  thee. 

We  are  amaz’d,  and  thus  long  have  we  flood 
To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  his  knee ; 

Becaufe  We  thought  Our  Self  his  lawful  King. 

Tell  Bullmgbrook,  foryond’  methinks  is  he, 

That  every  ftride  he  makes  upon  Our  Land 
Is  dangerous  Treafon : He  is  come  t’ unfold 
The  purple  Teftament  of  bleeding  War : 

But  e're  the  Crown  he  feeks  fliall  bind  his  Brow, 

A thoufand  Orphan’d  Widowed  Mothers  Tears 
Shall  walh  from  Earth  their  Sons  and  H unban  Js  Blood. 

North.  Heaven  forbid  our  Lord  the  King 
Shou’d  thus  with  civil  Arms  be  ruiht  upon  5 
Lord  Bullmgbrook  does  humbly  kis  your  Hand, 

And  fwears  his  coming  hither  has  no  other  fcope 
Then  to  demand  his  Royalties,  and  beg 
Enfrancifement  from  Exile;  grant  but  this, 

His  Glitt’ring  Arms  he  will  commend  to  Ruft. 

King.  Northumberland  fay  thus, The  King  complies  i 

With  his  Demands  5 and  io  commend  us  to  him. 

We  dodebafe  Our  Self  Coufin  , do  we  not , 

To  look  fo  peaceful  and  to  fpeak  fo  fair  < 

Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland,  and  lend 
Defiance  to  the  Traytor’s  Heart,  and  Die. 

Aum.  No,  good  my  Lord,  let’s  fight  with  gentle  words, 

Till  time  lend  Friends,  and  Friends  their  conquering  Swords. 
King.  That  ere  this  power-chang’d  Tongue 
, That  laid  the  Sentence  of  dread  Banilhment 
' "On  yond  proud  Man,  Ihou’d  take  it  off  agen. 

O that  I were  as  great 

As  is  my  Grief,  or  leffer  than  my  Name ! 

That  I could  quite  forget  what  I have  been, 

Or  not  remember  what  I muft  be  now. 

Aum.  Northumberland  comes  back  from  Bullmgbrook. 

King.  What  muff  the  King  do  now  i Muft  he  forgo 
The  Name  of  King  i o'  God's  Name  let  itpafs, 
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I'll  crive  my  Jewels  for  a fet  of  Beads  j 
My'giided  Palace  for  a Hermitage , 

My  Robes  of  Empire  for  an  Alms-man’s  Gown  ,, 

My  figur’d  Goblets  for  a Difhof  Wood, 

My  Scepter  for  an  humble  Palmers  Staff, 

My  Subje&s  for  a pair  of  Poor  Garv  d Saints  , 

And  my  large  Kingdom  for  a little  Grave , 

A little,  very  little  obfcure  Grave ! 

o_Aumarle,  Thouweep’ft;  my  tender  hearted  Coufin  , 

Wee’l  joyn  our  Royal  with  thy  Loyal  Tears , 

Our  fighs  and  they  (hall  lodge,  the  Summer  Corn 
And  make  a Dearth  in  this  revolting  Land. 

North.  My  Lord  he  thanks  your  Highnefs  and  begs  leave 
To  fpeak  with  you , Sir  pleafe  you  to  come  down  : 

Hee’ll  wait  your  Majefty  ith’  Court  below. 

King.  Down, down, I come  like  Blazing  Phaeton, 

Wanting  the  Menage  of  unruly  Steeds-, 

Down  pomp, down  fwelling  ftubborn  Heart,  down  King, 

For  Night-Owls  fhrick  where  Mounting  Larks  fhouldfing. 

[Exeunt from  above. 

Re-enter  Bullingbrook  and  his  Company  in  the  Court.. 

Bui.  Northumberland  to  London,  with  all  fpeed. 

Summon  a Parliament  i’th’  Commons  Name , 

In  Order  to  the  Kings  Appearance  there  * [Enter 'King 

But  fee  _ his  Highnels  comes,  ftand  all  apart  attended.} 

And  fliew  fair  Duty  to  his  Majefly. 

York  runs  over  to  the  King,  kneels  and  kijjes  his  Hand . 

Tork.  Now  left  the  Rebels  feize  me  if  they  can , 

For  here  I’ll  periffi  by  my  Sovereign’s  fide. 

King.  Fy  Coufin,  you  debafe  your  princely  Knee. 

And  make  our  Earth  too  proud  with  Killing  it  j 
Methinks  my  Heart  had  rather  feel  your  Love , 

Then  thus  in  Eye  behold  the  Courtefie: 

Up  Coufen,  up— -Your  Heart  is  up,  I know. 

Bui.  My  gracious  Lord  I come  but  for  my  own. 

King.  And  to  that  Title  who  muft  fet  the  Bounds  i 

6 ~ Bui, 


King  Richard  the  Second. 

Bui.  Nor  even  to  that  do  I lay  farther  claim , 

Than  my  true  Service  (hall  deferve  your  Love. 

King.  Well  you  deferve , they  beft  deferve  to  have  Z 
That  know  the  ftrongeft  fureft  way  to  get ; 

But  Heav'n  rules  all  — good  Uncle  dry  your  Tears  — 
Coufin  I am  to  young  to  be  your  Father 
Tho’  you  are  Old  enufF  to  be  my  Heir ! 

Methinks  one  Perlon’s  wanting  yet 
To  this  fair  Prefence,  our  Old  Loyal  Gaunt, 

He  was  thy  Father  Herford,  was  he  not  i 
Excufe  me  Coufin , Tears  but  ill  become 
A King,  at  leaft  when  Friends  and  Kinfmen  meet, 
And  yet  I cannot  chufe  but  weep  to  think , 

That  whilft  you  prefs  and  I permit  this  Scorn  ; 

What  Plagues  we  heap  on  Children  yet  unborn. 


[ 'Exeunt 


ACT  IV. 

Biter  York,  Aumarle  in  their  Parliament  <gobes  , Two 
Mejfengers  from  Bullingbrook. 

York.  P ■ iUt,  tut,  tut,  tell  not  me  of  Patience,  *tis  a Load  a 
Burden  that  Knaves  will  never  ceafe  to  lay  oa- 
M whilft  Afles  will  carry  it ! nothing  but  Villany 
this  verfal  World , and  nothing  plagues  me 
but  that  I can  t turn  Villain  too,  to  be  Reveng’d. 

' — 4um,  Perfidious  Bullingbrook  to  bow  the  knee 
And  do  Obeyfance  to  our  Royal  Matter ; 

To  treat  of  Peace  and  tend  him  all  the  way 
With  duteous  Ceremony  humbleft  Service , 

Yet  bafely  to  confine  him  after  all , 

To  call  a Senate  in  King  Richard’s  Name 
Agamft  King  Richard , to  depofe  King  Richard , 

Is  fuch  a Monfter  of  curft  ufurpation , 

Asnere  was  practis’d  in  the  barb’rous  Climes, 

Where  Subjeft  herd  and  Courts  themfelves  are  Savage. 
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York  Out  on  this  Sultry  Robe ! O Spleen  ! Spleen ! - Fat  and 
Vexation  will  be  the  Death  of  me,—  Behold 1 this  Brace 
Of  Raizor- nos’d  Rafcals,  you’d  fwear  that  a iplit 
Groat  made  both  their  Faces  $ lean  Pimps, 

That  cou’d  fcarce  ftop  a Cranny  in  a Door : 

Why?  they  are  for  foot  h no  lefs  than  Rogues  of  wtate. 

Meff.  My  Lord,  this  is  no  Anfwer  to  our  Meffage. 

York.  I,  the  Meffage  1.  1 had  rather  you  nad  brought  me  — 
Povfon  • for  certain  ’twas  fent  to  be  the  Death  of  me  : Thou 
know’ft  Boy,  on  what  Account  we  are  going  this  Morning. 
Wou’d  you  think  it,  this  Traytor  Bullingbrook  has  fent  for  me  ; 
for  me,  I fay,  fent  by  thefe  Rogues  for  me,  to  confer  with  him 
in  private  before  the  Houfe  fits. 

Aum.  That  was  indeed  provoking.  . 

York.  Nay,  let  honeft  men  judge  if  Murder  was  not  in  his 
heart,  and  that  he  thought  the  Meffage  wou  d make  me  Die 
with  Choller.  —Now  fhould  I clap  this  pair  of  Arrows  to  a 
Bow-ftring  and  (hoot  ’em  back  to  the  Ufurper.  Go  tell  the 

Knave  your  Matter,  He’s  a Fool  to  lend  for  me  I renounce  h,m: 
Speak  with  him  in  private  before  the  Houle  fits.  Why?  I 
wou’d  not  meet  him  there  butto  fhew  my  felffor  forW,  and 
then  tell  him  he’l  fee  one  that  that  hates  a Traytor,  be  Bulling- 

iw^what  he  will.  - [Exit 

Enter  Dutchefs  of  York. 


Dutch,  Aumarle,  come  back , by  all  the  Charms  of  Duty » 
I do  conjure  you  temper  your  rafh  Father  , 

His  Zeal  can  do  th’  abandoned  King  no  good  ; 

But  will  provoke  th’  ufurper  to  our  ruin.  _ 

Aum.  Already,  I have  preft  beyond  his  Patience, 

What  can  our  poor  Endeavours,  help  the  King 
When  he  himfelf  comply’s  with  his  hard  fortune  5 
He  comes  this  Morning  to  Refign  the  Crown. 

Dutch.  Where  then  is  that  amazing  Refohation  3 
That  in  his  Non-age  fil’d  his  Youthful  Brett : 

To  face  Rebellion  and  ftrike  dead  the  Montter  s 
When  Tyler's  Deluge  cover’d  all  the  Land? 

Or  where  the  fury  that  fuppreft  the  Kerns  3 
WUilft  numbers  perifht  by  his  Royal  Ann  . 


King  Richard  the  Second. 

Aum.  With  fuch  Malignant  fortune  he  is  preft 
As  renders  braveft  Refolution  vain  ; 

By  force  and  fraud  reduc’t  to  that  Diftrefs , 

That  ev’n  ith’  beft  opinion  of  his  Friends 
He  is  advis’d  to  yield  his  Scepter  up , 

This  poor  referve  being  all , to  make  that  feem 
As  voluntary , which  perforce  mull  be  $ 

But  how  refents  the  Queen  this  ftrange  Oppreflion  t 
Dutch.  As  yet  the  worft  has  been  disenabled  to  her, 
A flumber  now  has  feiz’d  her  wakeful  Lids : 

But  heere  fhe  comes,  I muft  attend,  Away. 
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Enter  Qiieen  fupportedby  Ladies. 

Qu.  Convey  me  to  my  Lord,  or  bring  him  hither, 

Fate  labours  in  my  Breft  and  frights  my  Dreams • 

Nofooner  fleep  can  feize  my  weeping  Eyes , 

But  boding  Images  of  Death  and  Horrour 
Affright  the  Infant  flumber  into  Cries, 

A Thoufand  forms  of  ruin  ftrike  my  thoughts ; 

A Thoufand  various  Scenes  of  Fate  are  fliewn , 

Which  in  their  fad  Cataftrophe  agree, 

The  Moral  ftill  concludes  in  Richard’s  fall. 

Dutch.  How  (hall  we  now  dare  to  inform  her  Grief 
Of  the  fad  Scene  the  King  muff  Ad  to  day  i 
Qu.  Ev’n  now  amidft  a Chaos  of  diftradion , 

A Towring  Eagle  wing’d  his  cloudy  way  , 

Purfu’d  by  rav’nous  Kites,  and  clamorous  Daws, 

That  ftript  th'  imperial  Bird  of  all  his  Plumes , 

And  with  their  Numbers  funk  him  to  the  ground  : 

But  as  I nearer  drew,  the  Figure  chang’d , 

My  Richard  there  lay  weltring  in  his  gore  1 
So  dreamt  Calphurnia  , and  fo  fell  Cafar.  Enter  a Lady, 

Lad.  Madam,  the  King  is  coming. 

Qu.  Thou  bring’ft  a welcom  hearing , and  already 
I feel  his  powerful  influence  chafe  my  fears , 

For  grief  it  felf  muft  fmile  when  Richard’s  by. 

Enter  King  in  Mourning. 

Oh  Heav’n  is  this  ? is  this  my  promis’d  joy  1 
Not  all  the  terrours  of  my  fleep  prefented 


A 


g 3 Tbe  Hiftorj  of 

A Spe&acle  like  this ! O (peak,  my  Lord  ! 

The  Blood  ftarts  back  to  my  cold  Heart ; O (peak  ! 

What  means  this  dark  and  mournful  Pageantry, 

This  pomp  of  Death? 

King.  Command  your  Waiters  forth, 

My  fpace  is  fliort,  and  I have  much  to  fay. 

Qu.  Are  thefe  the  Robes  of  State  ? Th’ imperial  Garb 
In  which  the  King  fhould  go  to  meet  his  Senate  ? 

Was  I not  made  to  hope  this  Day  Ihou’d  be 
Your  fecond  Coronation,  fecond  Birth 
Of  Empire,  when  our  Civil  Broils  (hou’d  flcep, 

For  ever  hulht  in  deep  Oblivion’s  Grave  ? 

King.  O Jftbel!  This  Pageantry  fuits  beft 
With  the  black  Day’s  more  black  Solemnity ; 

But  *tis  not  worth  a Tear,  for,  fay  what  part 
Of  Life’s  vain  Fable  can  delerve  a Tear , 

A real  Sorrow  for  a feign’d  Diftrefs ! 

My  Coronation  was  (methinks)  a Dream, 

Think  then  my  Refignation  is  no  more. 

Qa.  What  Refignation  ? Mean  you  of  the  Crown  i 
Will  Richard  then  againft  himfelf  confpire  ? 
Th’Ufurper  will  have  more  excufe  than  he : 

No,  Richard , never  tamely  yield  your  Honours, 

Yield  me;  yield  if  you  muft  your  precious  Life , 

But  feize  the  Crown,  and  grafp  your  Scepter  dying. 

King.  Why  doft  thou  fret  a Lyon  in  the  Toil 
To  Rage,  that  only  makes  his  Hunters  fport? 

Permit  me  briefly  to  recount  the  fteps, 

By  which  my  Fortune  grew  to  this  diftrefs. 

Then  tell  me,  what  cou’d  Alexander  do 
Againft  a Fate  l'o  obftinate  as  mine. 

Qu.  Oh  Heav’n ! Is  awful  Majefty  no  more  ? 

King.  Firft,  had  I not  bin  abfent  when  th’Invader 
Set  footing  here ; or  if  being  then  in  Ireland, 

The  crofs  Winds  not  forbad  the  News  to  reach  me ; 

Or  when  the  Ihocking  Tidings  were  arriv’d  , 

Had  not  the  veering  Winds  agen  obftru&ed 
My  paflage  back,  till  rumour  of  my  Death 
Difperft  the  Forces  rais’d  by  Salisbury ; 

Or  when  thefe  hopes  were  perilht,  had  not  Baggot , 
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Bujbie , and  Green,  by  Bullingbrook  been  murder’d , 

Old  York  himfelf  ( our  laft  referve)  fur  priz’d , 

There  were  fome  fcope  for  Refolution  left. 

But  what  curft  Accident  i’th’  power  of  Chance , 

That  did  not  then  befall  to  crofs  my  Willies ; 

And  what  ftrange  hit  could  Bullingbrook,  defire , 

That  fell  not  out  to  pulh  his  Forttnes  on  ; 

Whatever  outmoft  Fate  cou’d  do  to  blaft 
My  hopes  was  done ; what  outmoft  Fate  cou’d  do 
T’  advance  proud  Bullingbrooks  as  fure  befell. 

Now  which  of  thefe  Misfortunes  was  my  fault  < 

Or  what  cou’d  I againft  refilling  Heav’n ! 

Qu.  Oh  my  dear  Lord, think  not  I meant  t’upbraid  [weeps  o- 

Your  Mifery ver  him.~\ 

Death  feize  my  Youth,  when  any  other  pallion 
For  injur’d  Richard  in  my  Brells  finds  room , 

But  tendreft  Love  and  Pity  of  his  W oes. 

King.  That  I refign  the  Crown  with  feeming  will , 

Is  now  the  bell  my  Friends  can  counfel  me , 

Th’  ufurpingHoufe  decrees  it  mult  be  done  , 

And  therefore  belt  that  it  feem  Voluntary. 

Qu.  Has  Loyalty  fo  quite  renoune’t  the  World  , 

That  none  will  yet  ftrike  for  an  injur’d  King' 

King.  Alas!  my  finking  Barque  lhall  wreck  no  more 
My  gen’rous  Friends,  let  Crowns  and  Scepters  go 
Before  I fwim  to  ’em  in  Subjects  blood. 

The  King  in  pity,  to  his  Subjects  quits 
His  Right,  that  have  no  pity  for-their  King ! 

Let  me  be  bled  with  cool  Retreat  and  thee , 

Thou  World  of  Beauty,  and  thou  Heav’n  of  Love, 

To  Bullingbrook  I yield  the  Toils  of  State  : 

And  may  the  Crown  fit  lighter  on  his  Head 
Than  e’re  it  did  on  Richard's. . 

Qu.  Deftiny 

Is  Tyrant  over  King’s ; Heav’n  guard  my  Lord. 

King.  Weep  not  my  Love,  each  Tear  thou  Ihedft  is  Theft, , 
For  know,  thou  robb’ft  the  great  ones  of  theirdue*, . 

Of  Pomp  diverted  we  Ihou’d  now  put  off, 

It’s  dull  Companion  Grief Farewel  my  Love-: 

Thy  Richard  lhall  return  to  thee  again  3 , 

.The  King  no  more.  Qd. 
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Qu.  In  fpigbt  of  me , my  forrow 
In  fad  Prophetic  Language  do’s  reply 

Nor  Richard,  nor  the  King.  [Exeunt  fever  ally. 

SCENE  the  Parliament. 


(Butlingbrook,  Northumb.  Tierciey  York , Aumarley  Carlile , 
with  other  Nobles  and  Officers  making  a full  Houfe. 

North.  Great  Duke  of  Lancajler,!  come  to  thee 
From  Richard,  who  with  free  and  willing  Soul 
Adopts  thee  Heir,  and  his  high  Scepter  yields 
To  the  poffeilion  of  thy  Royal  Hand  ; 

Afcend  his  Throne  delcending  now  from  him , 

And  long  live  Henry  of  that  Name  the  Fourth. 

Bull.  Richard  Confents,  and  Lords  I have  your  Voices, 

In  Heav’ns  Name  therefore  I al'cend  the  Throne. 

Carl.  No,  hafty  Bullingbrook,  in  Heav’ns  Name  (lay , 

Tho’  meaneft  of  this  Prefence , yet  I’ll  fpeak 
A Truth  that  do’s  befeem  me  belt  to  fpeak , 

And  wou’d  to  God,  the  nobleft  of  this  prefence 
Were  enuff  noble  to  be  Richard's  Judge: 

What  fubjed  can  give  fentence  on  his  King ! 

And  who  fits  here  that  is  not  Richard's  Subjed? 

Theeves  are  not  judg’d,  but  they  are  by  to  hear , 

Th’  indidment  read,  and  Anfwer  to  their  Charge  , 

And  (hall  the  Figure  of  Heav’ns  Majefty,  • 

His  Captain,  Steward,  Deputy,  Eled, 

Anointed,  Crown’d  and  planted  many  years , 

Be  judg’d  by  Subjed  and  inferiour  Breath, 

And  he  not  prefent ! o’  forbid  it  God  ! 

That  in  a Chriftian  Climate  Souls  refin’d, 

Shou’d  Plot  fo  heinous  black  obfcene  a deed ; 

I fpeak  to  Subjeds,  and  a Subjed  fpeaks , 

Stir’d  up  by  Heaven  thus  boldly  for  his  King. 

York.  Now  by  my  Life,  I thank  thee  honeft  Prelate, 

My  Lords  what  fay  ye  to  the  Bifliops  Dodrine , 

Is’t  not  Heavenly  true?  you  know  it  is 5 
Nor  can  ev'n  gwceXets  He  "ford's  (elf  gain  fav’t. 
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Carl.  My  Lord  of  Hereford  here  whom  you  call  King, 
Is  a foul  Traytor  to  proud  Herford’s  King, 

And  if  you  Crown  him,  let  me  prophefie, 

The  blood  of  Enghjb  (hall  manure  the  Land, 

And  future  Ages  groan  for  this  foul  Deed : 

And  if  you  rear  this  Houfe  againft  its  felf, 

It  will  the  wofulleft  Divifion  prove 
That  ever  yet  befell  this  guilty  Earth. 

Prevent,  refift  it,  ftop  this  breach  in  Time 
Left  Childrens  Children,  curfe  you  for  this  Crime. 

North.  Well  have  you  argu’d,  Sir,  and  for  your  pains 
Of  Capital  Trealon  we  Arreft  you  here ; 

My  Lord  of  mjitninfter,  be  it  your  care 
To  keep  him  fafely  till  his  Day  of  Tryal. 

Wil  t pleafe  you  Lords  to  grant  the  Common’s  Suit  ? 

York.  Firft  let  me  move  and  yield  fome  Knave  a Seat. 

Bull.  Bring  hither  Richard,  that  in  open  view 
He  may  furrender  fo  (hall  we  proceed 
Without  fufpitiou. 

King  Richard  brought  in. 

King.  Alack  why  am  I fent  for  to  the-King  , 

Before  I have  (hook  oft  the  Regal  thoughts 
With  which  I Reign’d  — as  yet  I have  not  learnt 
T’  infinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  the  Knee , 

Give  iorrow  leave  a while  to  tutor  me 
To  this  fubmiflion  — Yet  I well  remember 
The  favours  thefe  Men ! were  they  not  mine 
To  do  what  fervice  am  I fent  for  hither  i 
' North.  To  do  that  Office  of  your  own  good  will , 
Which  weary’d  Majefty  did  prompt  thee  to 
The  Refignation  of  thy  Crown  and  State 
“To  Henry  Bullingbrook. 

King.  My  own  good  W ill  i 
Yes,  Heav’n  and  you  know  with  what  fort  of  Will ! 

You  fay  it  is  my  Will:  why  be  it  fo, 

Give  me  the  Crown  — come  Coufin  feize  the  Crown 
Upon  this  fide  my  Hand , on  that  fide  thine. 

Now  is  this  Crown  a Well  wherein  two  Veffels 
That  in  fucceflive  Motion  rife  and  fall , 
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The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  Air , 

Th’  oppreft  one  down , unfeen  and  funk , that  VelTel 
Deiedted,  preft  and  full  of  Tears  am  I, 

Drinking  my  Griefs  whilft  Herford  mounts  on  high. 
Bull.  I thought  you  had  been  willing  to  Refign. 
King.  My  Crown  I am,  but  ftill  my  Griefs  are  mine. 
Bull.  Are  you  contented  to  Refign  or  no  i 
King.  Yes — No  — yet  let  it  pafs, 

From  off  my  Head  I give  this  heavy  weight, 

And  this  unwieldy  Scepter  from  my  Hand  •, 

So  with  my  Tears  I wafh  my  Balm  away , 

With  my  own  breath  releafe  all  duteous  Oaths , 

My  Pomp  and  Majefty  for  ever  quit, 

My  mannors , Rents,  Revenues  I forego , 

My  Ads,  Decrees  and  Statutes  I repeal, 

Heav’n  pardon  all  Oaths  that  are  broke  to  me- 
Heav’n  keep  unbroke  all  Vows  are  made  to  thee 
Make  me  that  nothing  have , to  covet  nought , 

And  thee  pofleft  of  all  that  all  haft  fought; 

What  more  remains  i 

North.  No  more,  but  that  you  read 
This  Bill  of  Accufations  charg’d  upon  your  Crimes. 

King.  Diftradiion  ! made  my  own  accufer  too 
To  read  a bead-roll  of  my  own  defaults , 

Read  it  my  felf  i by  piece-meal  to  unrauel 
My  weav’d-up  follies  t why,  Northumberland, 

If  thy  Offences  were  upon  Record  , 

Wou’d  it  not  fhame  thee  in  fo  full  a Prefence 
To  read  a Lediure  of  ’em  < if  thou  fhou’dft , 

There  wou’d  ft  thou  find  one  heynous  Article, 
Containing  the  depofing  of  a King: 

And  cracking  the  ftrong  warrant  of  an  Oath, 
Markt  with  a blot  damn’d  in  the  book  of  Heav’h,, 
Nay  all  of  you  that  ftand  and  look  upon  me, 
Waiting  to  fee  my  Mifery  bait  it  felf; 

Like  Pilate s have  betray’d  me  to  my  Crofs  , 

And  water  cannot  wafh  away  your  fin. 

North.  My  Lord  difpatch , read  ore  the  Articles. 

King.  My  Eyes  are  full  of  Tears ! I cannot  fee. 

North,  My  Lord  
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King.  No  Lord  of  thine  thou  faffe  insulting  Man  ] 

Nor  no  Man’s  Lord  — I have  no  Name,  no  Title  ; 

Let  me  Command  a Mirrour  hither  (freight , 

That  it  may  (hew  me  what  a Face  I have 
Since  ftript  and  Bankrupt  of  it’s  Majefty. 

Bui,  Fetch  him  a Glafs. 

North.  In  the.mean  time  read  o’re  this  Paper. 

King.  Hell ! — for  a Charm  to  lay 
This  foul  Tormenting  Fiend. 

Bui.  Urge  it  no  more  Northumberland. 

Nor.  The  Commons  Sir  will  not  be  fatisfi’d , 

Unlefs  he  Read,  Confefs,  and  Sign  it  too. 

King,  They  fhali  be  latisfi’d,  I’le  Read  enuff 
When  I fhali  fee  the  very  Book  indeed 
Where  all  my  faults  are  writ,  and  that’s  my  Self, . 

Give  me  that  Mirrour [Kirns  himfelf 

No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  < has  Sorrow  ftruck  in  the  Glafs. 

So  many  many  blows  upon  thefe  Cheeks  and  made 
No  deeper  wounds?  — O’ flattring Inllrument, 

Like  to  my  followers  in  profperity , 

So  fhali  juft  Fate  dafh  them  as  I dafh  thee : [Breaks  if. 

So  Pomp  and  Falf-hood  ends  — I’ll  beg  one  Boon  \ 

Then  take  my  leave  and  trouble  you  no  more, 

Shall  I obtain  it  ? 

Bui.  Name  it  fair  Coufin. 

__  King.  Fair  Coufin  ? — lam  greater  than  a King ! 

For  when  I was  a King  my  Flatterers 
Were  then  but  Subje&s , being  now  a Subject 
I have  a King  here  for  my  Flaterer. 

’Tis  onely  leave  to  go, 

Bui.  Whether  i 

King.  Why,  from  your  fight  and  then  no  matter  where 
Sul.  Convey  him  to  the  Tower. 

King.  Ha ! ha  J my  fortune’s  Malice  now 
Is  grown  fo  ftrange  that  ’tis  become  my  fport  5 
Convey,  Convey,  Conveighers  are  you  all 
That  rife  thus  nimbly  on  your  Monarchs  fall. 

Bui.  Lords,  I (hall  ftudy  to  requite  your  Favours : 

On  mdnefday  next  we  Solemnly  fet  down 
Our  Coronation , fo  prepare  your  felves. 
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Long  live  King  Bullingbrook,  Henry  the  Fourth. 

M.  Well,  my  Allegiance  follows  ftill  the  Crown  , 

True  to  the  King  I lhall  be,  and  thereon 

I kifs  his  Hand s ’tis  equally  as  true 

That  I (hill  always  Love  and  Guard  the  King  , 

As  that  I always  IhiU  hate  Bullingbreok. 

The  King’s  Sacred,  be  Her  ford  what  he  will 
Yet  ’tis  no  Treafon  fure  to-pity_  Richard. 

Bui.  Break  up  the  Aflembly,  fo  wee  11  pals  in  ftate 
To  greet  the  Loves  of  our  expecting  Subjects , 

Lead  there  and, bid  our  Trumpets  lpeak. 

Ex.  Bullingbrook  attended  5 jhouts  without. 

Tork.  Peace  Hell-hounds  or  your  own  breath  Poyfon  ye. 

King.  Good  Uncle  give ’em  way  , all  Monfters  Act 
To  their  own  kind,  fo  do  the  Multitude. 

Shout  again. 

Carl.  Why  impious  hardned  wretches  , Brands  for  Hell  -, 
Forbear  this  barb’rous  Out-rage,  Tears  of  Blood 
Gan  never  walh  this  Monftrous  Guilt  away.  . 

King.  What  mufti  then  preach  Patience  to  my  Prielt  i 
Let  no  Man’s  wrongs  complain  whilft  mine  are  lilent-, 

How  think  ye. my  good  Friends,  will  not 
Succeeding  Ages  call  this  Day  to  witnels 
What  Changes  fyray  the  World  $ your  King  mult  pals- 
A Spectacle  of  fcorn  through  crouded  ftreets , 

That  at  the  fame  time  view  th’  ul'urpers  Triumph 
Heav’n  Ihut  thy  Eye  till  this  dire  Scene  be  pait , 

The  light  that  fees  it,  fure  will  be  the  lalh 

Ex.  Guarded , 
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ACT  V. 

Enter  Dutchefs  and  Aumarle. 

Dutsb.  A T that  fad  paffage  Tears  broke  off  your  Story, 
f\  Where  rude  mifgovern'd  Hands  from  Win- 
1 ^ dows  threw 

Rank  weeds  and  rubbifli  on  King  Richard’s  Head. 
Aum.  Then  as  I faid,  the  haughty  Bullingbrook 
Mounted  upon  an  hot  and  fiery  Steed , 

Which  his  afpiring  Rider  feetn’d  to  know , 

With  flow  but  ftately  pace  kept  on  his  Courfe • 

Whilft  all  Tongues  cry’d,  God.  fave  King  Bullingbrook! 

You  wou’d  have  thought  the  very  Windows  fpoke , 

So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old , 

Through  Cafements darted  their  defiling  Eyes: 

You  wou’d  have  thought  the  very  Walls  themfelves. 

With  all  their  painted  fmag’ry,  had  cry’d , 

Hail  to  the  King , all  Hail  to  Bullingbrook  ! 

Whilft  bending  lower  than  his  Courfers  neck , 

The  Rabble  he  laluted  on  each  fide  ; 

Thus  praifing  and  thus  prais’d  he  paft  along. 

Dutch.  Alas,  poor  Richard;  where  rides  he  the.^ while  ' 

Aum.  As  in  the  Theatre  the  Eyes  of  Men, 

After  a well-grac’t  Adlor  leaves  the  Stage., 

Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next , 

With  fuch  contempt  they  turned  their  Eyes  from  Richard  , 

No  joyful  Tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home  5 
But  Dull  was  thrown  upon  his  facred  Head  , 

Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  fhook  off, 

His  Face  ftill  combating  with  Smiles  and  Fears,. 

( The  Badges  of  his  Grief  and  Patience  ) 

That  had  not  Heav’n  for  fome  ftrange  purpofe  fteel’d. 

The  Hearts  of  Men,  they  muft  of  force  relented , 

And  Cruelty  it  felf  have  pity’d  him. 

Enter 
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Eater  York. 

rork.  What,  in  Tears  ftill  i Well,  Heav’ns  will  muft  be 
mark  me  Bov,  I cannot  blame  thy  grieving  for  Richard,  became 
I do  it  my  felf  - neither  can  I blame  thee  for  not  loving  Bullwg- 
brook  becaule  I cannot  doit  my  felf:  But  to  be  true  to  him  (or 
rather  to  our  Oath,  being  now  his  fworn  Subje&s ) I conjure 
thee  This  I fpeak , becaufe  the  King  fufpeds  thee,  and  made 
me  even  now  pledge  for  thy  truth  and  fealty  : Bear  you  well 
therefore  in  this  new  Spring  of  Government,  left  you  be  cropt 
before  your  time—  Well,  what  News  horn  Oxford  Boy?  Hold 
th’  intended  Triumphs  there  ■?  'Tis  faid  our  new  King  will  grace 
them  with  his  Prefence. 

Atm.  They  hold,  my  Lord,  for  certain and  as  certain 

This  upftart  King  fhall  die  if  he  comes  there. 

lork.  Ha  ! come  nearer,  what  Seal  is  that  which  hangs  out 
from  thy  Bofom  ? Ha ! lookft  thou  pale  i Let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Aum.  I do  bdeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me ; 

It  is  a matter  of  fmall  confecjtjence , 

Which  for  fome  reafons  I wou’d  not  have  feen.  . 

rork.  Which  for  fome  reafons ! Sir, I mean  to  fee,  [Snatches  it. 
Tuft  as  I fear’d, Treafon,  foul  Treafon, Villain  Traytor. 

Dutch.  What’s  the  matter  my  Lord,  good  York  inform  me. 
rork . Away  fond  Woman,  give  me  my  Boots, faddle  my  Horle. 
Dutch.  The  matter,  Son. 

Aum.  Good  Madam,  be  content. 

It  is  no  more  than  my  poor  Life  muft  Anfwer. 

Dutch.  Thy  Life  ! [Servant  enters. 

Hence  Villain,  ftrike  him  Aumarle. 

York.  My  Boots  I fay,  I will  away  to  th  King. 

Dutch.  Why  York,  what  wilt  thou  do  < 

Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  Trefpafs  of  thine  own  i 
York.  Peace  Woman,  or  I will  impeach  thee  too 
Wou’dft  thou  conceal  this  dark  Confpiracy  i 
A dozen  of  ’em  here  have  tane  the  Sacrament , 

And  interchangeably  fet  down  their  Hands 
To  kill  the  King  at  Oxford. 

Dutch.  He  (hall  be  none  ; 

We’ll  keep  him  here,  then  what’s  that  to  him  < 

York-.  Tho’  1 love  not  Bull'mgbrook,  yet  I hate  Treafon,  and  will 

impeach  the  Villain.  Dutch 
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Dutch.  Our  Son,  our  only  Son,  our  Ages  comfort ; 

Is  he  not  thine  own  i 
York.  Wife , I believe  it , therefore  I impeach  him ; were 
he  none  of  mine , let  his  own  Father  look  .to  him;  but  fmce 
he  is  my  Villain,  I’ll  fee  the  Villain  orderd : My  Horfe,  I fay. 

Dutch.  Hadft  thou  groan’d  for  him,  York,  as  I have  done  

York.  And  art  e’en  like  to  groan  for  him  again.  Away,  [Far it. 
Dutch.  Hafte  thee  Aumarle,  mount  thee  upon  his  Horlc  • 

Spur  poft,  and  get  before  him  to  the  King , 

And  beg  thy  pardon  e’re  he  come  t’  accule  thee  : 

Born  on  the  wings  of  Mother’s  love  I’ll  fly , 

And  doubt  not  to  prevent  thy  Father’s  (peed ; 

On  thy  behalf  i’ll  with  the  King  prevail,. 

Or  root  into  the  ground  whereon  I kneel.  [ 'Exeunt . 

SCENE  the  Second. 

Enter  QU  EEN  in  Mourning  attended. 

Qu.  This  way  the  King  will  come  5 this  is  the  way 
To  Julius  Ccfur  s ill  erected  Tow’r , 

To  whofe  flint  Bofom  my  dear  injur’d  Lord 
Is  deem’d  a Pris’ner  by  proud  Bullingbrook  / 

Here  let  us  reft,  if  this  rebellious, Earth 

Have  any  refting  for  her  true  King’s  Queen.  fsits  down. 

This  Garb  no  lets  befits  our  prefent  ftate , 

Than  richeft  Tilfue  did  our  Bridal  day } 

Thus  dead  in  Honour,  my  Lord  and  1 
Officiate  at  our  own  fad  Funeral. 

Enter  King  Richard  guarded,  feeing  the  Queen, fiarts,  fhe 
at  the  fight  of  him  , after  a paufe  he  Jpeaks. 

King.  Give  grief  a Tongue,  art  thou  not  Ifabel , 

The  faithful  Wife  of  the  unfortunate  Richard  t 
Qu.  O ! can  I (peak  and  live?  Yet  filence  gives 
More  tort’ring  Death  I O thou  King  Richard's  Tomb , 

And  not  King  Richard; On  thy  facred  Face 

I fee  the  (hameful  Marks  of  fowled:  ufage  ; 

Thy  Royal  Cheeks  foil’d  and  befmear’d  with  Duft , 

Foul  Rubbifh  lodg’d  in  thy  anointed  Locks ; 

O thou  dilhonour’d  Flower  of  Majefty ! 

Lean 
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Lean  on  myBreft  whilft  I diffolve  to  Dew  l 
And  waih  thee  fair  agen  with  Tears  of  Love. 

King.  Join  not  with  Grief  fair  Innocence 
To  make  my  end  more  wretched , learn  dear  Saint 
To  think  our  former  State  a happy  Dream  , 

From  which  we  wake  into  this  true  diftrefs! 

Thou  mod  diftreft , moft  Virtuous  of  thy  fex. 

Go  Cloyfter  thee  in  Tome  Religious  houfe , 

This  vicious  World  and  I can  nere  deferve  thee ! 

For  Shrines  and  Altars  keep  keep  tliofe  precious  Tears, 

Nor  (hed  that  heav’nly  Dew  on  Land  accurlL 
Lad.  Never  did  forrow  triumph  thus  before. 

King.  Convey  thee  hence  to  t rance , 

Think  I am  Dead,  and  that  ev’n  now  thou  tak’il 
As  from  my  Death-bed  the  laft  living  leave. 

In  Winters  tedious  Nights  .fit  by  the  fire. 

With  good  Old  Matrons  , let  them  tell  thee  Tales 
Of  woful  Ages  long  ago  betide , 

And  ere  thou  bid  good  Night,  to  quit  their  Griefs  , 

Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  Me  ! 

And  fend  the  Hearers  weeping  to  their  Beds. 

Ou.  Rob  not  my  Virtue  of  its  deareft  Triumph  1 
Love  like  the  Dolphin  (hews  it  felf  in  ftorms  : 

This  is  the  Sea fon  for  my  Truth  to  prove, 

That  I was  worthy  to  be  Richard’ s Wife! 

Andwou'd  you  now  command  me  from  your  Prefence, 
Who  then  lliall  lull  your  raging  Griefs  afleep , 

And  wing  the  hours  of  dull  Imprifonment  < 

King.  O my  afflidted  Heart  ! 

Qjg.  No,  with  my  Lord  i’ll  be  a Pris’ner  too, 

Where  my  officious  Love  fhall  ferve  him  with 
Such  ready  care , that  he  (hall  think  he  has 
His  num’rous  Train  of  waiters  round  hifa  ftill ; 

With  wond’rous  Story’s  wee’ll  beguile  the  day,' 

Defpife  the  World  and  Triumph  over  fortune , 

Laugh  at  fantaftic  life  and  die  together. 

King.  Now  Heaven  I thank  thee,  all  my  Griefs  are  paid  ! 
I’ve  loll  a fingle  frail  uncertain  Crown  , 

And  found  a Virtue  Richer  than  the  World  : 

Yes,  Bird  ofParadife,  wee’ll  pearch  together, 

Sing  in  our  Cage,  and  make  our  Cell  a Grove. 


Enter 
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Enter  Northumberland,  Guards. 

North.  My  Lord,  King  Bullinghrook  has  chang’d  his  Orders, 
You  muft  to  Pomfrett  Caftle,  not  to  th’  Tower ; 

And  for  jou,  Madam,  he  has  given  Command 
That  you  be  inftantly  convey’d  to  France. 

Ting,  Muft  I to  Pomfrett , and  my  Queen  to  France  ? 

Patience  is  Hale,  and  I am  weary  ont  t, 

Flood,  Fire,  rank  Leprofies  and  bleweft  Plagues 

Qu.  But  This  was  wanting  to  compleat  our  Woe. 

King.  Northumberland  Thou  Ladder  by  whofe  Aid 
The  mounting  Bullinghrook  afcends  my  1 hrone, 

The  Timelhali  come  when  foul  Sin  gath ’ring  Head 
Shall  break  into  Corruption,  Thou  lhalt  think, 

Tho  he  divide  the  Realm  and  give  thee  half, 

It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  All : 

He  too  ftiall  think  that  thou  which  knewft  the  Way 
To  plant  unrightful  Kings,  wilt  know  agen 
To  caft  him  from  the  Throne  he  has  Uiurpt : 

The  Love  of  wicked  Friends  converts  to  Fear, 

That  Fear  to  Hate,  that  ftill  concludes  in  Death. 

North.  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  fo  to  our  bufinefs. 

Take  leave  and  part. 

King.  Doubly  Divorc’t ! foul  Fiends  ye  violate 
A two-fold  Marriage,  ’twixt  my  Crown  and  me. 

And  then  betwixt  me  and  my  tender  Wife ; 

Oh  Ifahel,  oh  my  unfortunate  Fair, 

Let  me  unkifs  the  Oath  that  bound  our  Loves, 

And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a Kifs  ’twas  made. 

Part  us  Northumberland,  me  towards  the  North 
Where  fhiv’ring  Cold  and  Sicknefs  pines  the  Clime  ; 

My  Queen  to  France,  from  whence  fet  forth  in  Pomp 
She  hither  came,  deckt  like  the  blooming  May, 

Sent  back  like  weeping  Winter  ftript  and  Bare. 

Qu.  For  ever  will  I clafp  thefe  facred  Knees, 

Tear  up  my  Breft  and  bind  them  to  my  Heart ! 

Northumberland  allow  me  one  Ihort  minute 
To  yield  my  Life  and  Woes  in  one  Embrace, 

One  Minute  will  fuffice. 

North.  Force  her  away.  ^ King 
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King.  Permit  yet  once  our  Death-cold  Lips  to  joyn, 

Permit  aKifsthat  muft  Divorce  for  ever,. 

I'll  ravilh  yet  one  more,  farewell  my  Love  ! 

My  Royal  Conftant  Dear  farewel  for  ever  ] 

Give  Sorrow  Speech,  and  let  thy  Farewell  come. 

Mine  fpeaksthe  Voice  of  Death,  but  Tbine  is  Dumb. 

Ex.  Guarded  jeveral  Evays. 

SCENE  the  Third, 

Bull,  Can  no  man  tell  of  my  ungracious  Son, 

My  Young  milgovern’d  and  licentious  Harry  ? 

If  any  Plague  hang  over  us  ’tis  He  J 
Enquire  amongft  theTaverns  where  he  haunts 
With  loofe  Companions,  fuch  as  beat  Our  Watch 
And  rob  Our  Paffengers,  which  he  ralh  Boy 
Miftakes  for  Feats  of  Gallantry  and  Honour. 

Pierc.  My  Lord,  fome  two  days  fince  I faw  the  Prince, 

And  told  him  of  thofe  Turnaments  at  Oxford. 

Bull.  And  what  faid  the  Gallant  ? 

Pierc.  His  Anfwer  was,  He  wou’d  to  a Brothell 
And  from  the  common’ll  Creature  fnatch  a Glove, 

To  wear  it  as  a Miftrefs  favour,  and 
With  thatunhorfe  the  luftieft  Challenger. 

Bull.  As  diffolute  as  defperate. 

Enter  Aumarl. 

Hum.  Where’s  the  King  ? 

Bull.  What  means  our  Coufin  that  he  looks  fo  wildly  ? 

Hum.  My  Lord,  I humbly  beg  the  favour  of  a word  in  private 
with  your  Majefty. 

King  Withdraw  my  Lords  • now  Coufin  to  your  bufinefs. 

Aum.  For  ever  may  my  knees  root  to  this  Earth, 

And  let  Eternal  filence  bind  my  Tongue, 

Unless  you  pardon  e’re  I rife  or  fpeak. 

Bull.  Intended  or  committed  was  this  fault  ?; 

If  but  the  firft,  how  heynous  e’re  it  be, 

To  win  thy  future  Love  I pardon  Thee, 

Au  m Then  Sir,  permit  me  to  make  faft  the  door, 

That  no  man  Enter  e’re  my  Tale  be  done. 

Bull.  Have  thy  Defire,  York  within. 


Torh. 
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Tork.  Beware  my  Liege,  look  to  thy  Life,  thou  haft  a 
Traytor  in  thy  Prefence. 

Bull.  Ha  ! Villain  I’ll  fecure  Thee. 

^um.  Stay  thy  revengeful  Hand,  Thou  haft  nocaufe  to  fear. 

Tork.  Open  the  Door,  or  I will  force  my  Paflage. 

Butt.  The  Matter,  Uncle,  fpeak,  recover  Breath. 

Tork.  Perufe  this  W riting  and  read  there  my  Bus’nefs. 

Aum.  Remember  as  thou  read’ft  thy  promife  paft, 

I do  repent  me,  read  not  my  Name  There, 

My  Heart  is  not  Confederate  with  my  Hand. 

Tork.  ’f  was  Villain  when  thy  Hand  did  fet  it  down, 

I tore  it  from  the  Tray  tors  Bofom,  King, 

Pardon  the  Villain,  do,  and  in  Return  be  Murder’d. 

Bull.  O heynous  black  Confpiracy  ! Why  Uncle  can 
This  Kindnefs  come  from  Thee  ? Let  me  Embrace  Thee. 

Tork.  Embrace  not  me,It  was  no  Kindnefs,  I owe  thee  no  kind-* 
It  was  my  Love  to  Truth,  and  Hate  to  Murder.  (nels, 

Bull.  Give  it  what  Name  thou  wilt,  it  (lull  excufe 
This  deadly  blott  in  thy  tranfgrefting  Son. 

Tork.  So  (hall  my  Virtue  be  his  Vices  Bawd  : 

Thou  kill’ft  me  if  he  live,  fparing  his  Life 
The  Traytor  fcapes,  the  T rue  Man’s  put  to  Death. 

Dutchefs  within. 

Dutch • What  hoa  my  Liege,  for  Heav’ns  fake  let  me  in, 

Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  Open  the  Door. 

Bull.  My  dang’rous  Coufin  let  your  Mother  in, 

I know  (he’s  come  to  Entreat  for  you. 

Tork.  If  thou  doft  pardon  whofoever  prays, 

Thy  Mercy  makes  thee  Tray  tor  to  thy  felf. 

Dutch.  O King  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  Man. 

Tork.  Thou  frantick  Woman  what  makes  thee  here  ? 

Wilt  thou  once  more  a T ray  tor  nourilh  ? 
ryJDuteh.  Dear  Tork  be  patient,  hear  me  gentle  Liege. 

Bull.  Rife  up  good  Aunt. 

Dutch.  No,  never  more  I'll  rife, 

’Till  thou  uncharm  me  from  the  Ground  with  founds 
Of  Pardon  to  my  poer  tranfgrefting  Son; 

Aum.  AndtomyPray’rs,  I bend  my  Knee. 

Tork.  Againft  ’em  Both  my  Old  ftiff  Joynts  I bend. 
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Dutch.  Pleads  he  in  Earneft,  fee,  his  Eyes  are  dry. 

His  Pray’rs  come  from  his  Mouth,  ours  from  the  Heart ; 
Hebeggsbut  faintly,  and  wou’d  be  deny’d. 

His  weary  Joynts  wou'd  gladly  rife  I know, 

Our  Knees  (hall  bend,  till  to  the  Earth  they  grow  - 
Deny  him,  King,  he  kneels  in  pain  to  crave 
A Boon,  that  wou’d  dilmifs  him  to  the  Grave  : 

Granting  his  Suit,  the  Suer  you  deftroy^ 

But  yielding  ours,  you  give  your  Beggar’s  Joy. 

Bull.  Good  Madam  rife  up. 

Dutch.  Nay  do  not  fay  rife  up. 

But  pardon  firft,  and  then  we  rife  indeed. 

The  wo'd  is  (hort,  but  endlefs  Comfort  brings, 

Pardon,  the  Language  both  ofHeav  n and  Kings. 

Bull,  I pardon  him  as  Heav’n  (hall  pardon  me. 

Dutch.  | xhanks  Gracious  Liege,  a God  on  Earth  thou  art. 

Tork  So  much  for  that,  —one  word  at  parting  King, Let  me 
tell  thee  King,  ’twas  none  of  thefe  Politicks  that  made  thee 

I XIZ  9 
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King,  and  fo  farewell  to  Court. 

Bull.  But  for  the  Reft  of  this  Conforted  Crew, 
Our  Juftice  Hi  ill  o’re-take  ’em— —injur’d  Richard, 
Thy  wrongs  already  are  too  deep  reveng  d, 

As  yet  the  Crown’s  fcarce  fettled  to  my  Brow, 
When  Royal  Cares  are  rooted  in  my  Heart. 

Have  I no  Friend,  my  Lords,  in  this  fair  Tram  ? 
No  Friend  that  to  his  Monarch’s  Peace  will  clear 
The  Way,  and  ridd  me  of  this  Living  Fear  ? 


[Exit. 


SCENE,  A V rtf  on. 


Kina  Richard,  Soluc. 


Rch 


THave  bin  ftudying  how  to  oompare 

ThislonefomPrilon  to-the  populousAVorld, 
The  Paradox  feemshard  ; but  thus  I’ll  prove  it, 

I’l»  call  my  B ain  the  Female  to  my  Soul ; 


111  W.l  «;*y  u ; , 

My  Soul  the  Father,  and  there  Two  beget 
A Generation  of  fucceeding  Thoughts, 


- * 


King  Richard  the  second.  5 5 

Th’Inhabitants  that  ftock  this  little  W or!d 
In  humours  like  the  People  of  the  World, 

No  Thought  Contented : for,  the  better  fort 
As  Thoughts  of  things  Divine,  are  mixt  with  doubts 
That  fet  the  Faith  it  l'elf  againft  the  Faith, 

Thoughts  tending  to  Ambition,  they  are  plotting 
Unlikely  Wonders,  how  thefe  poor  weak  Hands 
May  force  a paffage  through  thele  flubborn  flints* 

And  caufe  they  cannot.  Die  in  their  own  Pride, 

Thoughts  tendmg  to  Content  are  whifpring  to  me, 

That  lam  not  the  firft  of  Fortunes  Slaves, 

And  (hall  not  be  the  Laft ; poor  flatting  Comfort, 

Thus  I and  every  other  Son  of  Earth 
With  nothing  (hall  be  pleas’d,  till  we  be  eas  d 
With  being  nothing. 

sl  Table  and  Provifions  J hewn . 

What  mean  my  Coalers  by  that  plenteous  Board  ? 

For  three  days  paft  I ve  »ed  upon  my  Sighs, 

And  drunk  my  Tears ; reft  craving  Nature,  reft. 

I’ll  humour  thy  dire  Nbed  and  taft  this  food, 

That  only  ferves  to  make  Misfortune  Live, 

[ Going  to  fit , the  Tab.e  finks  down. 

Thus  Tantalus  they  fay  is  us’d  below  * 

But  Tantalus  his  Guilt  is  then  his  Torture. 

I fmile  at  this  fantaftick  Cruelty, 

Ha,  Mufick  too  /— Ev’n  what  my  Torturers  pleate.  • 

[Song  and  f oft  Muftck,  after  which  a Meffenger  Enters, 
jlfef.  Hail  Royal  Sir,  with  dang’rous  difficulty  5 Gives  him 
I’ve  enter  d here  to  bear  Thefe  to  your  hand ; < setters. 

G killing  Spectacle/ 

Rich.  From  whom  ? * my  Queen, 

My  Ifabelf  my  Roval  wretched  Wife.’  _ 

O Sacred  Cnarader,  oh  Heav’n-born  Saint  / 

* Why ! here  are  words  wou’d  charm  the  raging  Sea, 

Cure  Lunaticks,  diffolve  the  Wizard’s  Spell, 

Check  baleful  Planets,  and  m ake  Winter  bloom. 

How  fares  my  Angel,  fay,  what  Air’s  made  rich 
With  her  arrival,  for  (lie  breathes  the  Spring. 

What  Land  is  by  her  prefence  priviledged. 
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From  Heavn’s  ripe  Vengeance?  O my  lab’ring  Heart  / 

Inn,  hide  Thee,  and  prepare  in  Ihort  to  Anfwer 
To  th’infinite  Enquiries  that  my  Love 
Shall  make  of  this  dear  Darling  of  my  Soul. 

Whilft  undifturb’d  I feize  the  prefent  Minute 

To  anfwer  the  Contents  of  this  bleft  Paper.  [Ex.  Mefi. 

Sits  down  to  write,  Enter  Exton  and  Servants. 
Furies ! what  means  this  Pageantry  of  Death  ? 

Speak  thou  theforemoft  Murderer,  thy  own  hand 
Is  arm’d  with  th’lnftrument  of  thy  own  Slaughter, 

Go  Thou  and  fill  a room  in  Hell,  S Kills  4 of 

Another  Thou.  . \ them . 

Exton  here  ftrikes  him  down. 

That  hand  (hall  burn  in  never  quenching  Fire, 

That  ftaggers  thus  my  Perfon,  cruel  Exton , 

The  blacked  Fiend  (hall  fee  thee  lodg’d  beneath  him. 

The  Damn’d  will  fliun  the  Villain  whofe  curd  Hand 

Has  with  the  King’s  blood  ftain’d  the  King’s  own  Land.  [Dies. 

Ext.  Haft  and  convey  his  Body  toourMafter 
Before  the  very  Rumour  reach  his  Ear. 

As  full  of  Valour  as  of  Royal  Blood, 

Both  have  I ipilt,  O that  the  Deed  were  Good. 

Defpair  already  feizes  on  my  Soul ; 

Through  my  dark  Breft  Eternal  Horrcurs  roul  : 

Ev’n  that  falfe  Fiend  that  told  me  I did  well, 

Cry’s  now,  This  Deed  is  Regifier’d  in  Hell.  [Ex. 


SCENE  a Palace.  Bu!lingbrook,Ztfrdj  and  Attendants. 

Bull.  Our  laft  Expreffes  fpeak  the  Rebels  high, 

Who  have  confum’d  with  Fire  Our  Town  of  Glojfer. 

Enter  Northumberland  and  Pierce. 

Welcome  Northumberland,  what  News? 

North.  Health  to  my  Liege,  I have  to  London  fent 
The  Heads  of  Spencer , Blunt  and  Salfbury. 

Piere.  Broccas  and  Seelye  too  are  headlefs  Trunks, 

The  dang’rous  Chiefs  of  that  conforted  Crew 
That  fought  your  Life  at  Oxford. 

Rofi.  Our  Abbot  griev’d  to  fee  his  Plott  defeated, 
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Has  yielded  up  his  Body  to  the  Grave. 

But  here’s  Garble  yet  living  to  receive 
Your  Royal  Doom. 

Bull.  Garble  I muft  confefs, 

Thb  thou  haft  ever  bin  my  Enemy, 

Such  fparks  of  Honour  always  (hin’d  in  Thee, 

As  privitedg  Thee  from  our  Jufticenow ; 

Choofe  out  fome  fecret  place,  fome  reverend  Cell, 

There  live  in  peace,  and  we  (hall  not  difturb 
The  Quiet  of  thy  Death— — what  fuddain  Damp 
Congeals  my  Blood ha  Exton  ? then  comes  Mifchief. 

Enter  Exton  and  Servants  bearing  inaGoffin. 

Ext.  Great  Sir,  within  this  Coffin  I prefent 
Thy  bury  d Fear,  poftefs  the  Crown  fecure. 

Which  breathlels  Richard  never  more  will  claim. 

Bull.  Exton  I thank  thee  not,  for  thou  haft  wrought 
A Deed  of  Slaughter  fatal  for  my  Peace, 

Which  Thou  and  I,  and  all  the  Land  (hall  rue. 

Ext.  From  your  own  Mouth,  my  Lord,  did  I this  Deed. 
Bud.  They  love  not  Poyfon  that  have  need  ofPoyfon, 
Nor  do  I Thee,  I hate  his  Murderer. 

Tho’  I did  wiffi  him  Dead : Hell  thank  thee  for  it, 

And  guilt  of  Royal  Blood  be  thy  Reward  j • 

Curfing  and  Curft  go  wander  through  the  World, 
Branded  like  Gain  for  all  Mankind  to  (hun  Thee. 

Wake  Richard,  wake,  give  me  my  Peace  agen. 

And  I will  give  Thee  back  thy  ravilht  Crown. 

Come  Lords  prepare  to  pay  your  laft  Refpe&s 
To  this  great  Hearfe,  and  help  a King  to  Mourn 
A King’s  untimely  Fall ; O tort  ring  Guilt ! 

In  vain  I wi(h  The  happy  Change  cou’d  be, 

That  I flept  There,  and  Richard  Mourn’d  for  Me. 


EPILOGU 

Spoken  by  Mris-  Cool j. 

we  expsfl:  to  hear  our  rare  Blades  fay 
J Dam  me,  I fee  no  Senfe  in  this  dull  ¥ lay ; 

Tho  much  of  it  our  abler  fudges  know , 

Was  famous  Senfe  dove  Forty  Tears  ago. 

Sometimes  we  fail  to  Vleafe  for  want  of  Witt 
Ith'  Flay— — but  more  for  want  ont  in  the  Pitt ; 

For  many  a ruin  d Poets  Work  ’ t wou  d Save , 

Had  you  but  half  the  Senfe  you  think  you  have. 

Poets  on your~  Fore-Fathers  pamd  dull  Plays , 

And  Jhrewdly  you  revenge  it  in  our  Days 
In  troth  we  fare  by  t as  your  Tradefmen  do. 

For  whilft  they  raife  Eft  ate  s ly  Cheating  Tou : 

Into  Acquaintance  with  their  Wives  you  fall , 

And  get  dm  Gracelefs  Sons  to  fpend  it  All, 

*Tis plain  Th'areTours,  Caufe  All  our  Arts  mifcarry, 
For  juft  like  Tou,  They  'll  Damn  before '•they’ll  Marry . 
Of  honeft  Terms  I now  almoft  Dejpair,  ^ 

Vnlefs  retriev  d by  fome  rich  Teomans  Heir,  ^ 

In  Grannams  Ribbans  and  his  Own  freight  Hair  ! J 
What  Comforts  fuch  a Lover  will  afford, 

Joynture , Dear  Joynture , O the  Heavenly  Word ! 

But - —Eire  of  Tou  my  Sparks  my  Leave  I take, 

For  your  Vnkindnefs  paft  thefe  Pray  rs  I make 

So  very  Conftant  may  Tour  Mijfes  be, 

* Till  Tou  grow  Cloid  for  Want  of  jealoufte  ! 

Into  fuch  Dullnefs  may  your  Poets  Tire , 

9 Till  They  Jhall  write  fuch  Plays  as  Tou  Admire : 

May  Tou , inftead  of  Gaming,  Whoring,  Drinking, 

Be  Doom  d to  your  Averfton -Books  and  Thinking : 

And  for  a Latf  Wifh — -What  fm  fur e Tou  l Call 
Jb£  Curfe  of  Curfe  s -Marriage  Take  ye  All. 


FINIS. 


Books  newly  Printed  for  James  Knapon , at  the  Crown 
in  St.  Paul’ s Church-yard. 
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PLATS. 

[uire  of  Alfatia. 

Bury-Fair. 

True  Widow. 

Amorous  Bigott,  or,  Teague  0 Dev  illy  the  Irijh  Prieft.  All  Co- 
medies, and  Written  by  Tho.  Shadwell, 

Fortune-Hunters,  a Comedy;  written  by  Captain  Car  Tilt. 

Widow  Ranter,  or  the  Hiftory  of  Bacon  in  Virginia ; a Tragi-Comedy . 

Forc'd  Marriage,  or  the  Jealous  Bridegroom  ; a Tragi-Comedy. 

Sir  Patient  Fancy ; a Comedy- 

The  feign’d  Curtizan,  or  a Nights Intreague  ; a Comedy  .•  All  four 
written  by  Mrs.  A.Behn,  the  Author  of  the  Rover,  and  Empe- 
rour  of  the  Moon. 

Englifb  Frier,  or  the  Town-Sparks,  a Comedy ; written  by  Mr.Cmw*, 
Author  of  Sir  Courtly  Vice. 

Female  Prelate,  being  a Hiftory  of  the  Life  and  Death  of  Pope  Joan ; 
a Tragedy,  written  by  Elk.  Settle. 

Mr.  Anthony,  a Comedy  ; written  by  the  Right  Honourable  the 
Earl  of  Orrery,  Author  of  Henry  V.  and  Mujtapha. 

The  Devil  of  a Wife,  or  a Comical  Transformation  ; written  by 
Mr.  Jevon. 

Deluge,  or  the  Deftrudfcion  of  the  World;  an  Opera. 

Don  Carlos,  a Tragedy. 

Friendihip  in  Faihion,  a Comedy. 

Titus  and  Berenice,  a Tragedy,  with  a Farce  called  The  Cheats  of 
Scapin  ; all  three  written  by  Mr.  Tho-  Otway. 

The  Spanifh  Frier,,  or  the  Double  Difcovery,  written  by  Mr.  Dry  den, 

Circe,  a Tragedy,  written  by  Charles  D’ Avanant,  LLD. 

Anthony  and  Cleopatra,  a Tragedy,  written  by  Sir  Charles  Sedley , Bar. 

Lucius  Igunius  Brutus,  a Tragedy,  written  by  Mr.  Lee. 

Ths.Siege  of  Babylon,  written  by  Samuel  Ford  age,  Efq; 

The  Sicilian  Ufurper,  a Tragedy,  written  by  Mr.  Nath.  Tate,  with 
a Prefatory  Epiftle  in  Vindication  of  the  Author,  occafioned  by 
the  prohibition  of  this  Play  on  the  Stage; 

Citherea,  or  the  Enamouring  Girdle  ; 'by  Mr.  John  Smith. 

The  Englifb  Monarch,  an  Heroick  Tragedy ; by  Tho.  Rymer,  Efq; 
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POEM  S,  &c.  , 

A Congratulatory  Poem  to  His  Highnefs  the  P.  of  0.  on  his  coming 

into  England.  . i.  r , , , 

A Congratulatory  Poem  to  M.  on  her  coming  into  England. 

An  Ode  on  the  Annivcrfary  of  the  Kings  Birth.  , 

An  Ode  on  the  Kings  Return from  Ireland ; all  written  by  I ho. Shad- 
well.  Poet  Laureat,  and  Hioftoriographer-Royal. 

Governour  of  Cyprus,  or  the  Loves  of  Virotto  and  Dorothea,  a No* 

vel,  in'  Twelves.  „„  . . . 

The  Wanton  Frier, or  the  Irijh  Amour,ift.6r  zd  part, a Novel,  yaTwel. 
The  Hiftory  of  the  Inquifition,  as  it  is  Exercifed  at  Goa  ; written  m 
French  by  the  Ingenious  Monfieur  Dellon , who  laboured  5 years 
under  thofe  Severities,  with  an  account  of  his  Deliverance. 
Tranllated  into  Englijb.  Quarto,  price  is.  n 

Some  Obfervations  concerning  Regulating  of  Elections  for  Parlia- 
ment, humbly  Recommended  to  the  Confideration  ot  this  pre- 

fent  Parliament.  „ , . . r ...  - Tr 

Quad/ iemium  Jacobi,  or  the  Hiftory  of  the  Reign  of  King 

from  his  coming  to  the  Crown  to  his  Defertion.Price bound  is.6d. 
Their  Highnefles  the  Prince  and  Princefs  of  Orange’s  Opinion  about 
a Genera!  Liberty  of  Confcience,  being  a Collection  of  four  Se- 
lect Papers,  viz.  1.  Mijn  Heer  Fagel’s  full  Letter  to  Mr.  Stewart. 
z.  Reflexions  on  Monfieur  Fagelfs  fccond  Letter.  y Fagells 
fecond  Letter  to  Mr.  Stewart.  4.  SomeEmaCts  out  of  Mt.Stew- 
arts  Letter,  which  were  communicated  to  Mijn  Heer  f-agell ; 
together  with  fome  References  ro  Mr.  Stewarts  Letters.  Quarto, 

ftitchd  6 d.  ’ . , . c , 

Miracles  of  the  BlefTed  Virgin,,  or  an  Hiftoncal  Account  of  the 
Original  and  Stupendous  performances  ot  the  Image,  caHed  our 
Bleffed  Lady  of  Halle,  viz.  Reftoring  the  Dead  to  Life,  Healing 
the  Sick,  Delivering  of  Captives,  &e.  Price  6d. 

A Juftification  of  K.  W.  and  Q aM.  of  their  Royal  Highnefles, 
Prince  George-  and  Princefs  Anne,  of  the  Convention,  Army, 
Minifters  of  State,  and  others,  in  this  great  Revolution. 
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